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| TRVLY ENO- 
| BLED;, Cmantis 


DYMock,, Eſquire) 


Champion to his 
Majeftie, 


OBLE SIR, 
eg ot it May ap-_ 
=S$|[-= peare unto the 

2&Y world, that you 
are > -Hleae of what ever 
elſe was your Fathers, as 


A3} well 


"The Et - Mt 
well as 'of his Vertues, L| ; 
heere reſtore whar "0 F 
merly his gracious ac-| 
Ceptance made onehy | 
hi : V Vhich as atcſti- | 
monieto all, that it re- | 
ceived Life from none 
but from him, was con- | 
tent to !ooſe* it's beeing | 
with as, _ hee cea- | 
fed to bee. Thus had it | 
ſtil eoiitinged, but that | 
animated by you;whoin 
a'l know to reſemble 

your Father as.truely as 
hee 


I = Dedicatorie. 

vl he did vertu2. To doubt 
of acceprance,w ould bee 
- fan inturie to your gcod 
| parts, wh1ic® are ſo en- 
Ipicuous, that w+.[- 0- 
 thers buſie themſelues in 
heapingup Tulcs,it ſhall 
 bþaHonorenough for me 
to be termed 
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To the right worthy and 


ſearned Knight » Sir Edward 


Dymock, Cha ampi on to her Ma- 
jeſtie, concerning this tranfla- 
tion of PasroOR Fido. 


Doe vejoyce, learned and worthie Knight, 
That by the hazd of thy kinde Countrey-man 
(This patne[ſuHl and induſtrious Gentleman ) 
Thy deare eſftcentd Guarini comes t9 light : 
Who in thy lue 1 know, tooke great delight, 
As thou in his, who now in England ca 
Speake as good Engliſb as Itallar, 
And heere cnjoyes the grace of his 0wne right. 
Though I remember hee hath oft imbas'd 
Vato us both, tie vertues of the North, 
Saying ,our coaſts were with uo Meaſures grac'd, 
Nor barba1 044 tongues could avy verſe bring forth, 
I would hee ſaw hu owne, or knew our ſtore, 
W hoſe fpirits cas yeeld as much, and if not more. 


Sam. Daniell, 


i Son- 


% - 
? 


A "Mk X he — HM mY 


dicared to tia: Honor 2ble Knight, 
his Kinſman, Sir EDvvAkD 
DYmOC Ks 


Silly band hath faſhiona up a ſute 
Of Engliſh clothes unto a traveller, ; 
A noble minde thongh. $ bephearas weeds bre | 
weare, 
That might conſort hu tunes with Taſlo's /uie 
Learned Guarinies firſt begotten fruit, 
1 han aſſum'd the courage torebeare, 
end him an Engliſh Denizen made here, 
Preſenting him unto the ſounes of Brute, 
Tf 1 hane j faild Pexprefſe hunatine looke, ; 
And be in my tranſlation taxd of blame, 
I miuft appeal to that true ceuſures beoke 
That ſayes, t'u harder to reforme a frame, 
Than for to build from groundworks of ones 
A new greation of a noble fit, (wir, | 


& 
by 
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The Perſons which ſpeak in it. 


RG 
: 
: 


S$:lvio, the ſonne of Mentanu. 

Linco,an old ſervant of Ifontans:; 

Airtiho, in lone with Amariltis, : 

Ergaſto, his Companion. ; 

Coriſca, a Nymph,in lone with CHirti//o. 

Aontaun, the high Prieſt. 

Titirus,a Shepheard. 

Dametas, an old ſervant of Montanu. 

Satjr,anold Loverof Coriſcaes, 

Dorinda, enamoured of S:/vio, 

Lupino, a Goteheard, her ſervant, 

Amarillis, daughter of Titirs. 

Nicander, chiefe Miniſter of the Prieſt, 

C oriden, a Lover of Coriſcaes. 

Carino,an old man, the putatiue father of 
Atrtillo, _ 

Franio, an old man his Companion, 


Nuntin, 
T irenio, a blinde Prophet. | 
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IL PASTOR FIDO. 
OR, 


' THE FAITHEVLL 
SHEPHEARD. 

; Shepheard's, 
Flant/men, 
Nymphes, 

Prieſts, 


The Scene 15 in Arcad;a. 


Chorus of 


ACT. 1. SCENE. l. 
Sitv1o. Linco. 
=-2 Oc you that haue enclos'd the dread- 


fy « _ full beaft, 
SSD And giue the line that's uſuall to 


. hornes and ſhouts. 
If ihwre be any ſwaine of Cynthiq's troupe 
In all Arcadia, delighted i in ber ſports, 

B Whoſe 


K our hunting. - 
Goe ſwell your eyes and hearts with ** | 


The faithful Shepheard. | 
Whoſe generous affets are ſtung with care, ; 


Or glory of theſe woods: let him come forth, 
Andfollow mee, where in a circle ſmall 
(Though to our yalure lage) incloſcd is 
Fheougly Boare,monſter of nature and theſe woods: 
That vaſt and fierce (by many harmes well knewnec\ 
Inhabitant of Erimanthus, plague to the fields, | 
Terror to Countrey clownes. Goe then prevent 
Not onely, but provoke with hornes ſhrill ſound, 
' Bluſhing Aurora out. Linco, weele goe 

And werſhip firſt the Gods : for there tis beſt 
Wee any worke begin. 

Lis. Silvia 1 praiſe | L 
Thy worſhipping the Gods, but yet to trouble chem þ, 
T hat are their Miniſters, I doe not praiſc. a 
The keepers of the Temple are aſleepe, 
They cannot ſee the day break for the mountains topþ 

Sil. To thee perhaps, that art not yet awake, 6. 
All things doe ſeeme afleepe. 

Lin. O Silvio, 

Did Nature on theſe youthfull yeares of thine 
Beſtow ſuch beautic to be caſt ayay ? 

Had I bnt ſuch a ruddie cheeke ?- fo freſh ? 
Farewell to woods, I'lde follow other ſports : 
Vide weare my dayes in mirth : all Summer-tide 
 Indaintie ſhades, Winter by the fire fade. 2 
 . St. Thy coun(ell, Linco, is like unto thy ſelfe, . | 

Lin. At other pleaſures would I aime,were I Sitvjs.þ , 

Sil. So would 1, were T Linco, but I Silvio am, * * ye, 
T herefore I Silvioes deeds doe like, not Lincoes, : -, br. 

Liz. O foole,that ſeekſt ſo farre for Kurtfall beaſts, 
And haſt one lodg'd ſo neere thy dwelling houſe. . 7. 


S#, Art thou in earneſt ? or doſt thou but jeſt ? IT} 
| Lin.Thou ; 


- The faithfullShepheard, 
bi Thou jeſts, not I, | 


*1. And is hee then ſo neere ? 
Tin, As necre as 'tis to thee. 
Fi. VVhere? in what wood? 
in. Stvio, thou art the wood : the ouzly beaſt 
hat's harbour'd there is this thy beaſtlineſſe, 

i. VVas't not well gueſt of me thon didſt but jetts 
Lin. A Nymph fo faire, ſo delicate ? but tuſh, 

hy doe I call her Nywph, a Goddefle rather, 
ore freſh, more daintie, than the morning roſe, 
Wore fott, more purely white than ſwanny downey 
*For whom there's not a Shepheard 'monegſt us all ſo 
but ſighes,and fighs in vaine) tot thee alone | (brave, 
Reſerves her ſelfe,ordain'd by heavin and men : 
Ind yet thou neither'thinkf of ſighes or plaints, 
9 happie boy (though molt unworthily) | 
"Thou that mightſt her enjoy,ftill lyeſt her Silvis, 
till her deſpifeſt. Is not then thy heart 
LL ade of a beaſt, or of hard yron rather ? 
- SH, If to rclinquith loue be crueltie, 
T hen is it vertuc, and I not repent 
T hatT have baniſht loue my heart , but joy 

hat thereby I haue overcome this loue, 
beaſt more dangerous than th'other farre. 

2 Lin. How haſt thou overcome that which thou 


#  neverprooy'dlt ? 

+ Sil, Not prooving it, I haue it overcome, 

F Lin.-O 1f thou hadit but proov'd it Silvto once, 

[t thou but knevvſt what a high fayour *'twere 

o bee belov'd; and loving to poſſefle 

A loving heart, I'm ſure thou then wouldſt Gy, 
dwect loyely life, why haſt thou Rayd ſo long 2 

T beſe woods and bealts leane foolith child,and lone. 


ds 
ie 
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The faithful Shepheard. Ln: 


Si, Linco, I ſweare a thouſand Nymphs Ile giudhat 
For one poore beaſt that my Melampo kills : lo 
Let them that haue a better raſte than I 
In veſe delights, pofſeſſe them,I will none. 

Eiz. Doſt thou taſt ought, ſince loue then doſt1 
The only cauſe char the world taſteth all >, (4 

'Beleene me boy, the time will one day come 

Thou wilt ittaſte. For Loue once in our life 
Will fhew what force he hath. Beleeue me child, $1d 
No greater paine can any living prooue,  F© 
Thanin old limmes the liucly Ring of loue. 

Yer if 1n youth "gre inp Bo loue may heale: 
But come it once igthat ſame frozen age, ' 
Wherefore oftentymgs the diſabilitie, h 
More than the wound wee plaine. O mortall theaÞ9! 
And moſt intollerable are thoſe paines. 

If thou ſeekeſt pitiegill if thou fndft it not, 
But if thou findſt it,ten times vorſe; doe noc 
Pratradt it till thy better time bee paſt : 

For if Loue doe aflaile thy hoary haires, 
T hy flly fleſh a double corment teares. 
Of chis which when thou wouldit thou canſt nar, [1 
Theſe woods and beaſts, leaue fooliſh boyzand log 
Sil. 'As though there were no life but that whi{ſ! 
* Theſe amorous follies, and fond extafies. (nun 
Lin Tell mee if in this pleaſant time now flow 
___ renew, 
And the world waxeth young againe,thou ſhouldR 
Inſtead of flowry valleys, fragrant ficlds, U 
And wel clad woods,ſee but the okegthe aſh,the piof 
Without their leayie haires, grafleſſe the ground, , \ 
'The meadows want their lowres; would(t thou nd 
The world doth languiſh ? N ature did decay? T { 
o 


ea! 


ay 


| 
ac 
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T he fanbfull Shephrard. 
pw.that ſame horrour, that ſame miracle, 
-piuſhat monſtrous noveltic thou haſt thy ſelfe.. 
louc in old men is ridiculous : 
youth without loue is unnatural], 
oke but about (Silvio) what the world hath 
of Forthy to bee admir'd. Lone onely made 
(rlſhe heayens,the earth,the ſeas themſclues do love; 
nd that Came Star that the dajes-breake foretclls, . 
aſteth the flames of her thrice puiſant ſonne. 
14, $nd at that houre,becauſe perhaps ſhe leaues 
he ſtolne delights and belome of her lone, 
ee darteth downe abroad her ſparkling ſmiles. 
>: Beaſts in the woods doe loue; and inthe ſeas 
T he ſpeedy Dolphins,and the mightie Whales, 
he bird that ſweetly fings, and wantonly . 
-aDoth flie, now from the oake unto the aſhe, . 
Then from the aſhe unto the mirtle tree, 
Bayes in her language I in loue doe burne. 
yould I might heare my Silvio anſwer her the ſame): 
*he Ball amid the herd doth Joudiy lowe, 
Yet are thoſe lowes but bidding to loves feaſts, 
T he Lyon in the wood doth bray,and yet 
, (Thoſe brayes are not the voice of rage,but love. 
z$Vecll,to conclude,all things doe hacks thouz 
{hou onely Szv70,art in heavenzin earth, 
1$n ſeas,a ſoule uncapable of Ioue, (love, 
$Leaue,leaue theſe woods,theſe beaſts, and learne to 
Sil. Was then my youth committed to thy charge?” 
{FI hat in theſe ſoft effeminate defires : 
Df wanton foue, thou ſhouldft it nurſe and rraine ?- 
Remembreſt not what thou,and what am ? 
Lin. I am a man, and humane me elteeme, 
#Wich thee a man, or rather ſhouldſt be ſo, 
B 3 I ſpeake 


The faithful Shepbeard. 

Iſpeake of humane things 3 which if thou (corn'i} T 3 
Take heed left in diſhumaning thy ſclfe, <4 
A beaſt thou prooue not fooner than a God, NM 

Sil. Neither ſo famous,nor ſo. valiant 3 
Had been that Monſter- tamer, of whoſe blood 
I doe derive my ſelfe, had hee not tamed loue. 

Zin. See,blind child, how. thou err't:: where had 5 

thou been, | | 
Fad not that famous Fercules firft loy'd ? 
Thegreateſt cauſe he Moniters tam*d was loue, 
Knoweſt rhou not that faire Omphale to pleaſe, 
Hee did not  onely change his Lyons skin J 
Into a wqmans gowne, but alſo turn'd- - [ 
'Y 


5 


His knottie Club into a ſpindell and a racke, 
So was hee wont from trouble and from toyle, - 
To take his eaſe, and all alone retire 
To her faire lap, the haven of happie loue., 
As rugged yron with purer mettall mixt, : , | 
Is made more fit (refin'd) for noble uſe: | 
So herce and untam'd ſtrength that in his proper rage} 
Doth often breake : yet with the ſweets of loue | 
VVelltemper'd, prooveth truly generous, 
Then if thou doſt deſire to imitate 
Great Hercules, and to be worthy of his race, 
Though that thou wilt not leaue theſe ſavage woods, 
Doe, tollow them : but doe not leaue to loue, 
A. loue ſo lawfull as your Amarillis, ' 
That you Dorinda flic, I you excuſe, | 
| For 'twere vnfit your minde on honour ſet, | 
Should bee made hot in theſe amorous thefts : ; 
A mightie wrong unto your worthy Spouſe, 
"$i. What (aiſt thou Linco?lhe's not yet my ſpoule, 
Lin. Haſt thou not ſolemaly receiv'd her faith ? | 
| | Take | 


4 


| 


; 


» 


; 


The faithfall Sheppeara, 


-orn/gh Take heed proud boy, doe not provoke the Gods. , 
? $il, Thegiftof heayenis humane libertie, | 
{May wee not force repell, that force receive? + 
Lin. Nay, if thou would'ſt but underftand ! the 

dd #| heavens 

| Heereto doe rye thee, that haue promiſed 

 hach Somany favours at thy nuptiall feaſt, | 

Si, I'm ſure the Gods haue other things to doc, 

| Than trouble and moleſt them with theſe toyes. 

{ Linco, nor this, nor that lone pleaſeth me, 

* Twas a huntſman, not a loyer borne : 

/ Thou that doſt follow love, thy pleaſure rake, 

4 Exit Silvio. 


| Lin. Thou cruell boy deſcended of the Gods, 

{ Ifcarce belcene thou wert begot by man, 

5 VVhichif thou wert, thou ſooner wett begot 

* VVith venome of Meger and Ptifi/o, 

{ Than Fez pleaſure which men ſo commend. ' 

| L Exit Linco. 

age 
| ACT. I, SCEN. 2, 


MirtiHo. Ergafto. 


s,1 (es Amarillis, that with thy bitter name 
Moſt bitterly doft teach mee to complaine, 
VV hiter than whiteft Lillies,and more faire, 
But deafer and more fierce than th' adder is. 
Since with my words I doe ſo much offend, 
{ Infilence will Idie: bur yet theſe plaines, % 
| Theſe mountaines and theſe woods ſhall cry for me,, 
VVhom I o oft haue learned to reſound | 


That loved name, For me my plaints ſhall tell 
B. 4: The 


| 


| 
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The faithfull Shtpheard, 

 Theplaining fountaines,and th: murn'ring wings: j5 

Pitie and griefe ſhall ſpeake our of my face, "It 

And in the end though all things elſe prove dumbe, | 

My very death ſhall tell my martyrdome, , 
Erg. Loue(dearc MartiH{o)'s like a fre inclos'd, 

Which ſtraitly kept, more fiercely flames at laſt, 

Thou ſhouldſt not haue ſo long conceal'd from me 

The fire,fince it thou couldſt not hide. 

How often haue I ſaid Mirtifo burnes, 

Butin a filent flame,and ſo conſumes. , 
Mir. My ſelfe I harmed her not to offend, . 

(Courteovs Ergaſ{o) and ſhould yer be dumbe, i 

But tri neceffitic hath made me bold. l 

I heare a voyce,vvhich through my ſcared cares 

Woundeth alas my wretched heart with noyfe 

Of 2marils nighing nuptiall Feaſt, 

Who ſpeakes ought elſe to meghe holds his peace, | 

Nor dare I further ſearch , as well for feare 

To gine ſuſpicion of my louezas for to finde 

That which Iwould not. Well,I know(Erga/to) 

It fits not with my poore and baſe eſtate | 

To hope at all a Nymph ſo rarely qualifide, 1 

Of bloud and ſpright truely celeſtiall, 

Should proue my wife. O no, I know too well, 

The lowlinefſe of my poore humble ftarre ; 

My deſtinic's to burne ! not to delight 

V Vas I brought foorth, but ſince my cruell fates 

Haue made me loue my death more than my life, 

I am content to die, ſo that my death 

Might pleaſe her that's the cauſe thereof; 

And that thee would but grace my lateſt gaſpe 

With her faire eyes , and once before the made 

Another by her marriage fortunate, 


A 
C 
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Shee 


T he faithfull Shepheard. 


1ds: F$hee wovid but heare me ſpeake. Courteous Ergafto;- 
*1f chou lou'tt mezhelpe me wirk this favour, 
bez | Ayd mee herein,if'thou tak'lt pitic of my caſe, 
F Erg. A poore deſire of loue,and light reward 

> * Ofhimthatdics: butdang*rous enterpriſe. 
Wretched were ſhee,ſhould but her father know 
Shee had bow'd downe her eares Cher lovers words; 
{ Orſhould ſhee be accuſed to the Prieſt 
# Her father in law,for this perbaps ſhee ſhnnnes 
* To ſpeake with youthat elſe doth loue you well, 
Although ſhe it conceales : for women though 
' They be more fraile in their deſires, - | 
þ Yet are they craftierin hiding them. = 
If this be t:ue, hoy can ſhe thew more loue 
' Than thus in ſhunning you ? ſhee heares in vaine,- 
' And ſhunnes with pitie that can giue no helpe. 
' tis ſound counſell, ſoone to ceaſe defiring, 
| When wee cannot attaine 19 our aſpiring. 
Mir, Oh wete this true;could 1 bur this beleeune, - 
Thrice happie paine. Thrice fortunate diftreſle. - 
| Bu tell meſweet Erga/to, tell me true, 
' Which is the Shepheard whom the ſtarres ſo friend ? ' 

Ergaf}. Know'ſt thou not Silvio, Montane's one- 

ly ſonne ?: Pen | 

Dianaes Prieft : that rich and famous Shepheard, 
| . Thatgallant youth? He is the very ſame. 

Mir. Moſt happy youth;thac haſt 1n tender yeates- 
Found Fate ſo ripe. I doe not envie thee, 
But plaine my ſelfe. 
.  Erg. Nor need you envie him, - . 


ne 


That pitie more than envy doth deſcrye. - 
} Mir, Pitie | and why ? 

Erg. Becaulc he lones her not, | 
B 5: Afr. Ange 


The fatthfull Shepheard. 


Ire. And lives hee ? hath a heart ? 2nd is not ; | 


blinde 2 IT 
- Or hath thee on my wretched heart ſpent all her 
flames? | 
And her faire eyes blowne all their Joues on me? | 
Why ſhould they giue a Iemme ſo precious 
.To one that neither knowes it,nor regards it ? 
Erg. For that the heavens the health of .arcadic 
Doe promiſe at theſe Nuptialls. Know you nor 
. How wee doe ſtill appeaſc'our Goddefſe wrath, 
Each yeare with guilclefſe blood of ſome poore 
A. mortall and a miſerable tribute. (Nymph? 
Air. "Tis newes to megzthat am a new inhabitant, 
As'tpleaſeth Joue and my poore deſtimic, 
"That did before inhabire ſavage woods : 
"But what I pray you, was that grievous faulc, | 
\ That kindled rage in a celeſtiall breſt ? 
Erg. I will report the dolefull Tragedie 
From the beginning of our miſery, 
"That abls are pitie and plaints to draw 
From theſe hard rockes , muck more from hutnane 
breafts. | | 
In that ſame golden age, when holy Prieſthood, and 
The Temples charge was not prohibited 
'To youth, a noblefwaine 4mintas call'd, 
PrieRt at. that time, loved Zucina bright: 
A beauteons Nymph,exceeding faire,but therwithall 
Exceeding falſe,and light. Long time the loved him, 
| r at the leaſt ſhe ſeemed ſo,with fained face 
Norſe his:-pure affections with falſe hopes, 
hilſt ikee no-other ſutors had. But ſce 
'Th'unconftant wretch ! no !ooner was the wooed 


3y arude ſhepheard, bu at firſt aſſausr, 


At 


ee | 


I EEE eee moon ont eomwnamewm 


The falthfull Shiphcard, 

At his firſt ſigh, ſhee yeelded up her loue, 

Before Amintas dream'r of jealoutte. 

Ac laſt Amintas was forlorne, deſpis'd, 

So that the wicked woman would not ſee,nor heate 

Him ſpeake: now if the wretch did ſigh, 

Be thou the judge that knowlt his paine by proofe. 
Mir, Aye me; this griefe all other griefe exceeds. 
Erg. Atter hee had his heart recovered 

F:ofn his complaints,hee to his Goddeſſe turnes, 

And praying ſayes : Great Cinthta, if T have 

At any time kindled with guiltlefſe hands 

Thy holy flameszrevenge thou then for me 

T his broken faith of my unconitant Nymph. 

Diaxa heares the prayers of her Prieſt, 

And ſtraight out-breathing rage, ſhe takes her bapvy, 

And ſhootes ſhafts of inevitable death _ 

Into the bowels of Arcadia. 

People of every ſexe , of every age 

Soone periſhed, no ſuccour could be found, 

*T was bootlefle Art to ſearch for remedies, 

For often on the patient the Phyſician dyed. 

One onely remedie did reft, which was 

Straic to theneereſt Oracle they went, 

From whom they had an anſwere very cleare,, 

But aboue meaſure deadly horrible, 

Which yas , our C:athia was diſpleaſd, and to 

Appeaſe her ire, either Zucrina, or ſome ele for her 

Muſt by 4mintas hands bee facrifiz'd. 

Who when ſhe had long time in vaine complain'd, 

And lookt for helpe from her nevy friend in vaine, 

Was to the ſacred Altars Iced with folemne pompe, 

A woſull ſacrifice, Where at thoſe feet 

VVhich had purſued her long time in yaine, 

wi Act 


The faithfall $bepheard. 


- Ather betrayed Lovers feet ſhee bends 

' Her trembling knees, attending cruell death, 

 Amintas {tretcheth out the holy (word, 

| Sceming to breath from his inflamed lippes, 
Rage and eevenge; turning'to her his face, 

- Speakes with a ſigh, the menger of death : 

\ Lucxina, for thy. further paincs,behold 

What Loyer thouhaſt left,and wit purſude 

Judge by this blow. And with tht very word 

Striketh: the blade-into his wofull brcſt,. 

Falling a ſacrifice. upon the ſacrifice. 

At ſuch-a ſtrange and cruellſpeRacle,. 


The Nymph amazed {tandstwixt life and death.., 


Srarce yet aflur'd whether ſhee wounded were 
Withgriefe,or with the ſword, Atlaſt, afloone- 
As ſhe recovered had her (pright,and ſpeech, 
ohee plaining (ayes, O faithfull yaliantloue ! 
Otoo late knowne | that by thv death haſt given 
Me life and death.at once. If*twere a fault 
To.leaue thee fo , behold,Jle mend it now, 
Eternally vgicing both our ſoules. 


And:therewithall ſhe takes the (word,all warme-. 


_ With the blood of herteo late loved friend, 

And ſtrikes it through her hearc,foIling upon 

Amintas;that was ſcarcely.dead as yet, 

And felis pexchance that fall.. Such was their end, 

To fucha wretched end did too much loue, 
And-ras much trechery conduR them both. 


Fftr. © micetched Shepheard, and yet fortunate, 


Ther hadſt ſo Jarge and famous ſcope to ſhew 
*Dhy troth,and waxen liuely pitic ot thy death - 
” Within anotbersþreaR: Bur what did follow ? - 
. Was Cir: higpieas'd 2 Soundibcy a vemcdy ? 


The faithfull Shepheard, 
Erg. Somewhat it {]ak*r,bur yer not quite put out : 
' For after that a yeare Was-ſiniſhed, 
| Her rage began afreſh, ſo that of force 
” They Hons were unto the Oracle, 
| Toaske new counſell: but brought backe againe 
An anſwer much more wofull than the firſt,” 
| Which was,to ſacrifice them : and each after yeare, 
A maid, or woman,to our angry power, 
 Evntillche third, and paſt the fourth degree : 
| So ſhould ones blood for many fatisfie, 
| Beſides,ſhee did upon th'untppie ſexe 
Impoſe a weretched and a crvell law. 
And (if you marke their nature) inob(eryable., 
A law recorded yeh vermillian blood ; 
What cver mayd or woman broken had: 
Their faith in loue, and were contaminate, 
{ Tf they ſhould find none that would die for them. 
They were candemn'd without remiſſion; 
To theſe our grievous great calamities,. 
T he fathers hop'd to ftinde a happie end 
By this defared marriage day. For afterward 
| Having demaunded of the Oracle, 
Whar end the heav'ns preſcribed had our i]l, 
r- Anſwere was giv'n in ſuch like words as theſe : 
] No end there 1s to that which you offends, 
| Till two of heavens iſſue loue unite, 
And for the ancient fanlt 5f that fal/e wight, . 
A faithfull Shepheards pitie maze amends. 
Now is there not in all 4rcadia 
j Other boughes left of thatceleſtiall root : 
| Saue Amarillis, and this Silvis, 
Th'one of - Pans ſeed, th'other of Hercyles. 
Nor to our miſchiefe yet hath never hape, . 


= 


-— 


That: 


The faithful Shepbeard, 


That male and female met at any time 
Till now. Therefore good reaſon Montare hath 
To hope, though all things ſort not to the Oracle, 
Yet here's a good foundation laid : the reft 
High Fates haue in their boſomes bred, 
And will bring forth at this great marriage day. 
Mir. O poore Mirtillo ! wretched man ! 
So nrany cruell enemies ? ſuch warres ? 
To worke my death cannot great Loue ſuffice ? 
But that the Fates their armes will exerciſe. 
Erg. This cruell loue Mirtillo feeds himſclfe 
VVith teares, and griefe,but's never ſatisfide. 
T promiſe thee to ſer my wits a worke, 
That the fayre Nymph ſhall heare thee ſpeake. 
Let's goe. 
T heſe burning ſighes doe not as they doe ſeeme, . | 
Bring any ns tro th'inflamed heart : 
\ But rather are huge and impetuous winds, 
'T hat blow the fire, and make it greater proue, 
With ſwellin2 whirlewiads of tempeſtuous louc, 
Which unto wretched lovers alwayes beares 
T hick clouds of griefe,and {howres of dreary teares; 
Excunt. 


AGT. I. SCEN, 3: 


Coriſca. 


vV T fo ever faw or heard a ftranger,and 
A fonder paſſton of this fooliſh loue 2 
Both loue,and hate,in one ſelfe heart combin'd, 
With ſuch a wondrous mixture,as I know not how, . 
Or which of them hath got the deeper roct. 


If. 


T he faithfull Shepheard. 


' $1f 1 Mirtiliges beautie doe behold, 
" His gracious cvuni'nance, good behaviour, 
| Adtions,cuftomes,words, and manly looks, 
| Loue me aflailes with ſuch a puiſſant fire, 
That 1 burne altogether. And it ſeemes 
Other affe&1ons are quite yanquiſhed with 1his. 
* Bur when I thinke upon tW'obſtinate louc 
{ Hee to another beares , and that for her 
| Hee doth deſpiſe (I will be bold to ſay) 
| My famous beautie of a thouſand ſought , 
{1 hate him (o, I ſo abhorre the man, - 
" That 'tis impoſſible (me thinkes)at all, 
| One ſparke of loue for him ſhould touch my heart 
Fas with my ſelte ſometime 1 ſay : Oh if I could 
|Enjoy my (weet Mirtifly ! were hee mine, 
And had not others intereſt in him, 
On more thon any other happie Cori/ca. 
And then th me up-fl imes ſuch great good will, 
And ſuch a gentle loue to kim, that I reſolue 
Straight.to diſcover all my heart to him, 
To follow him, and humbly ue to him : 
Nay more, even to fall downe and worthip him, 
th'other (ide, I all reclaymed ſay, 
nice proud foole ? one that diſdaineth me ? 
FOne that can loue another,and deſpiſe my ſelte ? 
 YOne that can looke on me,and not adoreme? 
+ One that can ſo defend him from my looke, 
T hat he dies not for loue, And I that ſhould: 
' dee him (as I haue many more ere this) 
An humble ſuppliant before my feer, 


ie humble ſuppliant at his feet my ſelfe. 


Fi'hen ſuch a rage at him poſſeſſeth mee, 
"hat I difdaine my thovghrs ſhould thinke on him, 
Mine 


The fatthfull Shepheard, 
Mine eyes ſhould looke on him, His very name, 
And all my loue,1 worſe than death doe hate. 
Then would I hane him the wofullt wight aliue : 
And with theſe hands then could I kill the wretch. 
Thus hate,and louez(pight,and deſire make warre. ©! 
T that haue been cill now tormenting flame x 
To thouſand hearts, muſt languiſh now my ſelfe, {+ 
And in my ill know others wretchednefle. 
Ithat ſo many yeares in cities, ſtreets, courts, - 
Haue been invincible to worthy friends, 
Mocking their many hopes,their'great deſires : 
Now conquered am wittr filly - —_ 
Of a baſe thepheards brat, Oh aboue a 
Wretched Cori/ta now, What ſhall I doe. 
To mitigate this amorous furious rage ? | 
Whilſt other women haue a heape of Loues, 
T haue no other bu: Mirtillo onely. | 
Am I not ſftoutly furaithed. ? Oh thouſand times- 
Ill-counſelVFd foole !. that noyw-reduced art 
Into the povyertic of one ſole Loue. 
Coriſca was ne're ſuch a foole before. 
What's faith ? what's conſtancie ? but fables fain'd 
By jealous men and names of vanitie, 
Simple women to decciue. Faith in .a womans: heart,, | 
(If faith in any womans heart there be,) 
Can neither vertue nor yet goodnefle be. . | 
But hard neceſlicie of loue,a-wretched law: ( 
Of beautie weake that pleaſeth onely one. 
Becauſe ſhe is not gracious in the eyes of more. 
A beautious Nymph,ſought to by multicudes - 
Of worthy Lovers, if ſhee be content 
With onely one, and all the reſt deſpiſe, . 
Either ſhee is no woman, or it ſo ſhee be, . 


The faithfull Shepheard, 
Shee is a foole, What's beantie worth unſeene? 
Or {cene,unſought ? or fought to but'of one ? 
The more our Lovers bezthe greater men, 

The ſurer pledge have we 1n thus vild world. 

That ve are creatures glorious and rare, 

The goodly (plendor of a beautieus Nymph, 

Is to | Kin many friends, So in good Townes 
Wiſe men ever doe. It is a fault, 

A fooliſh tricke, all to refuſe for one, 

What one cannot, many can well performe 2 

Some ſ[erue,ſome giue, ſome hit for other uſe, 

So in the Citic louely Ladies doe, 

Where 1 by wit, and by example roo, 

Of agreat Lady learn'd the Art of loue, 

Coriſca, would ſhee ſay, Let thy 

Lovers,and thy garments be alike, 

Haue many, uſe, weare but one, and change often, 
Too much converfing breedeth noyſomneſſe, 

And neyſomneſle deſpight,which turnes to hate : 
We cannot worſer doe, than fill our friends, 

Let them goe hungry rather from thee ſtil}, 

So did 1 alwayes, alwayes loving ſtore, 

One for my hand, an other for mine eye : 

The beft Iever for my boſomie kept; 

None for my heart, as neere as ere I could, 

And now I know not how Mirti/lo comes 

Me to torment; now muſt I figh,and warſe, 

Sigh for my ſelfe, deceiving no man elſe. 

Now muſt I rob my limmes of their repoſe, 
Mine.eyes of ſleepe, and watch the breake of day : 
Now doe I wander thorow theſe ſhadow'd woods, 
Seeking the footſteps of my hated loue. 
What muſt Cori/ca doe ? ſhall I entreat him ? 


No: 


The faithfull Shepheard, 


No : my hate not giues me leaue, Ile giue him o'ce, 
Not will my love conſent. What ſhall I doe ? 
Prayers and fubcilties I will attempt : 

I will bewray my louc,but not as mine : 

Tf this preyaile not, then lle make diſdaine 

Finde out a memorable huge revenge. 
HMirtillo, if thou canſt nor like =, of 

Then ſhalt thou trie my hate, And Amarilli, 
Thou fhalt repent thou &'re my rivall wert, 
Well, to your.coſts you both ſhall quickly proue, 


 . VVhatragein her can doe that thus doth loue. 


Extir. 


ACT, I. SCEN,. 4, 


Titirus. Montanus. Dametas. 


go helpe me Gods, I know I now doe ſpeake 
Fo one that underſtands more than I doe, 
Theſe Oracles are fti]l more doubtfull than 

VVe take them ; for their words are like to kniues, 
Which taken by the hafts, are fit for uſe, 

But by the edges held, they may doe harnie. 

That 4mari/lis as you arguc, is 

By the high heavenly Deſtinies eleQed for 
Arcadiaes univerſali healch : who ought 

More to deſire , or to eſteeme the fame, 

ThanT that am her father ? But when I regard 
That which the Oracle fore-told,ill doe the lignes 
Agree with our great hopes : fince loue ſhould then 
Vnite, how falls it out hee flies from her ? | 
How can hate and deſpight bring forth loues fruit ? 
Ill could he comradiR had heav'ns ordain'd it. 


But 
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T he faithful. Shepheard, 


But fince hce doth contrary it,'tis cleare, 

Heavens doe not will : for if ſo they would, 

That Aamarills ſhoald be Silwioes wife, | 

A Lovcr, not a Huntſman , him they would haue 

made. 
Mon. Doe you not ſee hee is a child as yet ? 

Hee hath attain'd ſoarcely to eighteene yeares, 

All in good time he may yet taſte of loue. 
Tit. T aſte of a b:aſt,heele never woman loue, 
Mos. Many things alter in a young mans heart, 
Tit, But alwayes love is naturall ro yourh. 
Mont. It 15 ungaturall where yeares doe want. 
Tit. Loueg, alwayes Howres in our greene time 

of ape. 
Mont. Tr doth but flowre , *tis quite without all 
fruic | 
Titir. VVith timely flowers Loue eyer brings 
foorth fruit. 

Hither I came not for to jeſt /Montane) 

Nor to contend with you. But I the father am | 

Of adeareonely child,and(if't be lawfull ſoto ſay) 

A wotthy child,and by your leaue, of many ſought. 
Mqgs. Titirus if the Deſtinies haue not ordain'd 

This marriage,yet the faith they gaue on carth 

Binds them unto*r, which if they violate, 

They violate their yow to Cirthza, 

Who,is enrag'd gainſt us, how much thou know |, 

But for as much as I diſcover can, 

T he ſecret counſells of th'eternall Powers, 

This knot was knit by th'and of Dcſinie, 

All to good end will ſort,be of good cheere, 

He tell you now a dreame I had laſt night. 


1 ſay a thing which makes my ancient hope 
Reviue 


| The faithfall Shepheard, 


Reviue within my heart , more than before. 
Tit. Dreames in the end prooue dreames,but what 
ſaw you ? 
Mon. Doe youremember that ſame wofull night, 
' When ſwelling Zadon over-flow'd his bankes, 
So that the fiſhes ſwam where birds did brecd, 
And in a mogrtnt did the ravenous floud, | 
Take men and beaits by heapes, and herds away, 
(Oh {ad remembrance) in that very night 
T loft my child, more deare than was my heart ; 
Mine onely child,in cradle warmly Jaya; 
Livin ind dead,gearely belou'd of me. 
"The Torrent tooke him hence cre we could proue 
To giue him ſuccour, being buried quite, 
In terrour,ſleepe,and darknefſe of the night: 
Nor could we ever find the cradle where he lays 
By which 1 gueſſe' ſome whirle-pit ſwallowd beth, 
Titer. V Vho can guefle otheryviſe ? and I remem- 
ber novy, 
You told mee of this your miſhap before: 
A memorable miſadventure ſure, 
And you may ſay, you have two ſonnes begot, 
- One to the woods, the other to the waues, 
, Oont, Perhaps the pitious heavens will reſtore 
My firſt ſonnes loſe, in him that liyeth yet; | 
Still muſt we hope, Now liſten to my tale. 
The time when hg ht and darknefſe iroue together, 
:T his one for night,that other for the day, 
Having watchr all the night before, with thought 
To bring this marriage to an happy end, 
Aclaſt, with length of went, mine eyes 
A plealing ſlumber clos'd,when I this viſion ſaw : 
[Me thought 1 ſate on famous A&ifeus banke, 
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The faithfll Shevheard. 


Vander aleavie Pline tiee with a bayted hooke, 

Tempring the fiihes in the {treame,in midſt 

Whereof, there roſe,me thought,in aged man, 

His head and beard dropping downe l1lver teares, 

Who gently raught to me with both his hands 

A naked child, {aying, Behold thy ſonne, 

T 2ke heed thou killſt him not. And with that word 

He dived downe againe, When ftraight the skies 

Waxt black wich + wy zthreaining a diſmall ſhowre, 

AndI afrayd, the child tooke in mine armes, | 

Crying,ah heavens, and will you in an inſtant then, 

Borh giue and taks away my child againe ? 

When on the ſudden all the skie waxt cleare, 

And in the River fell a thouſand bowes, 

And thouſand arrowes, broken all to ſhivets, 

The body of the Plane tree trembled there, 

And out of it there came a ſubtill voyce, 

Which ſaid, Arcadia ſhall bee faire againe.. 

So is the Image of this gentle Dreame 

Fixt in my heart, that ſtill me thinks I ſee't: 

But aboue all, the courteous aged man, 

For this when you me met, I comming was 

Vmo the Temple for to ſacrifice, 

To gue my dreames preſage proſperous ſuccefle, 
Tit, Our dreames are rather repreſentments yaine 

Of idle hopes,then any thing to come : 

Only dayes thoughts made fables for the night, | 
AM. . The mind doth not ſleep exer with the fleſh, 
But is more watchfull chen, becauſe the eyes 
Doe not leadit a wandring where they goe. Fr 

Tit Well, of our children yyhat the heavens dif - 
poſed haue, 

Is quice unkrowne to us,but ſure it is, | 

Youts 


The faithfull Shepheard, 


Yours gainſt the law of Nature feeles not loue. 
And mine hath but the bond of his faith given 
For her reward. I cannot ſay ſhee loves, 

But well I wot ſhee hath made many loue : 

And *tis unlike, ſhee taſtes not that the makes 

So many taſte, Mee thinkes ſhee's alterd much 

From that ſhee was : for full of ſport and mirth 

Shee's wont to be. But 'tis a grieyous thing, 
To keepe a woman married and unmarried thus, 

; Forlike a Roſe that in ſome garden growes, 

How daintie *tis againſt the Sunne doth riſe, 

Pertuming with ſweet odours round about, 
Bidding the humming Bees to honey fealt : 

But if you then negle& to gather it, 

And ſuffer Titan in his mid-dayes courſe 

To ſcorch her fides, and burne her daintie ſeat, 
Then ere Sun-ſcr, diſcoloured ſhee falls, 

And nothing worth upon the ſhadow'd hedge : 
Even fo a mayd whom mothers care doth keepe, 
Shutting her heart from amorous defires, 

But if the piercing looks of hungry lovers eyes 
Come but to view her, if (hee hearc him ſigh, 
Her heart ſoone ope's,her breaſt ſoone takes in Jouc: 

Which if for ſhame ſhce hide, or feare containe, 

| The filent wretch in deepe deſire conſumes. | 

So fadeth beautie if that fire endure, 

And looſing time, good fortune's loſt be ſure. 
of, x Bee of good cheare , let not theſe humane 

F caresz : | | 

Confonnd thy fpright,let's put our truſt i'th Gods, 

-And pray to them (tis meet) for good ſucceſle. 
Our children are their off-ſpring,and be ſure 


They will not ſee them loſt that others keepe- 
Gen, 


_— 7 * 


T he faithfall Shepheard. 


Go'w, let us to the Temple joyntly goe, 
And ſacrifice,you a hee Goat to Pge, 
I a young Bull to mightie He: cules. 
Hee that the herd makes thrine,can therewithall 
Make him thrine, that with the profits of his herd 
Hallowes the Altars, Faithfull Dametas, 
Goe thou and fetch a young and lovely Bull, 
As anie's inthe Herd , and bring it by the moun- 
taines Way, 
I at the Temple will attend for thee. 
Tit. A hce Goat bring, Dametas,from my herd., 
Exeunt Mont. Tit, 
Dan. Both one and other I will well performe. 
\ pray the Gods (Montane) thy dreanie doe ſort 
Vato as good an end as thou doſt m_ 
I know remembrance of thy ſonne thou loſt, 
Inſpires thee with a happie prophccie. 


ACT, I. SCEN, 5, 
Satyr alone. 


Ike froſt to graiſe,like drought to gentle floyres, 
Like lightning unto corne, hike wormes to ſeeds, 
Like netts to deereglike lyme to lilly birds, 
Soto mankind is Loue a cruell foe. YR 
Hee that Love likened unto fire, knew well 
His pertidous and wicked kind, For looke 
But on this fire, how fine a thing ir is, 
Bur touch it, and *tis then a cruell thing. 
The world hath not a monſter more to dread, | 
Ic ravens worſe than beaſts,and ſtrikes more deepe_ 


.T han edged fteeke, 5nd like the winds it flies : 


And 


The faithfull Shepheard. 


And where it planterth tus impertous feet, ”— 
Each force doch yecld, all puwer giveth place. M 
Ey*n fo tis loue, if we it but behold, v1 
In two faire eyes, and in agoldea Trefſe, | 

Oh how itpleaſcth ! oh how then it ſcemes T 
To breath our joy , and promile largely peace ! 7, 
But if you it approach, and tempt it once, B 
So that it creepezand gather force in you, k 
Hircane no Tigres, Liby no Lyons hath, W 


Nor poiſonous wormes,with teeth or ſtings ſo fierce, Jo 
'T hat can ſarpaſſe,or equal] lones diſcaſe, 

More dreadfull then is hell, then death it ſelfe, T 
Sweet pities foe, the miniſter of rage : = 'T 
And to conclude, loue voyd of , 't 
Why ſpeake I thus of Love ? why-blame him thus ? þ 
Is hee the cauſe that the whole world in loue, 


Oc rather loue-diſſembling, ſinneth ſo ? b- 
Oh womans treachery ! p. 4 1s the cauſe - IT 
That hath begotten Loue this infamy, 'T 
How ever Loue bc in his nature good, T 
Wick them his goodneffc ſuddenly he leeſeth. bo 
T hey never ſuffer him to touch their hearts, — 
But in their faces only build his bowre 1, 
T heir care,their pompezand all their whole delight 7. 
Is in the barke of a bepainted face. A 
*Tis not in them now Ei with faith to grace, $& 
And to contend in loue with him that loucs, T 
Into two breaſts dividing but one will : I: 
Now all their labour is, with burniſht gold Ir 
To dye their hayregand tye it up in curles, ? 
Thercin to \nareunwary Lovers in. | M 
O what aftinking thing it is,to ſee them take T 
A pencill up,and paint their bloudlefle checks, 'T 


Hiding | 


T he faithful Sbepheard. 


Hiding the faults of nature and of time, | 
Making the pale to bluſh,the wrinckled plaine, 
T he blacke ſeeme white , faults meading with farre 
worſe, 

Then with a paire of pincers doe they pull 
Their eye browes till tacy ſmart againe. 
Bur this is nothing, tiough it bee too much, 
For all their cuſtomes are alike to theſe, 
What 1s it that they uſe,which is not counterfeit ?_ 
Ope they their mouthes ? they lie : mooue they their 
| eycs ? | 
They counerteleahek lookes : If fo they ſigh, 
Their ſighs diſſembled are. In ſumme, cach aQ, 
Each looke,cach geſture is a very lye. 
{Nor is this yet the worſt : *tis their delight, 
' Them to deceiue ev*n moſt, that truſt them molt; 
And loue them leaſt, that are moſt worthy loue. 
True faith to hate,worſer than death it ſelfe. 
'Theſc be the trickes that make loue ſo perverſe, 
{Then is the fault, faithleſle Cori/ca, thine ? 
* Or rather mine, that haue beleev'd thee ſo ? 
[How many troubles haue I for thy ſake ſuſtaind * 
*I now repent,nay morezl am aſhan!'d. 
: Lovers beleeue me , women once ador'd, 
Are worſer than the griſly powers of hell. 
Strair by their yalure vaunt they that they are 
The ſame you by your folly faſhion them, 
Let goe theſe baſer fighes,prayers and plaints, 
Fit weapons for.women and children only. 
Nnce did 1 thinke that prayers,plaints,and Gghes, 

E Might in a womans heart haue ſtirred up 

: The flames'of lone * but ruth I was deceiy'd. 
- 1Thenif thou wouldſi thy miltrefle conquer, leaue 
3 C Thele 
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T be faithful Shepheard, 
Theſe filly toyes', and cloſe theu up all loue. # 
Doe that which Loue and Nature teacheth thee: {_, 
For modeſtic is but the outward vertue of | 
A womans face. Wherefore to handle her with : 
modcſitie, | ? 
Is a meere faulr,ſhe though ſhe ule it, Loues it not. |, 
A tender-hearted Lover thalt thou not, ; 
Cort/ca, ever find me more, but like a man S 
I will aſfaile and pierce thee through and through, | 
'T wiſe haue I taken theegand twiſe againe | | 
TT hou haſt eſcap'd (I know not ow) my hands: f | 
Bur if thou com'it the third time in my reach, 
He fetter thee for running then away. 'F 
T þ artwont to paſle cheſe woods,] like a hound | 
Will hunt thee out. Oh whaca ſweet revenge i 
I meaneto take: I meane to make thee proue Fl 
What 'tis unjuſtly to betray thy Louc, 


Exit. 
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Ob high and priſſart law writ rather borne 

Fithin Ioues mightie breſt, 

Wheſe ever ſweet and louely lowing force, | | 
Towards that good which we unſtene ſnborne,\, 
Our hearts doth pull,and wills doth wreſt, | 
eLad ew'n natures ſelfe tot doth force; b: 
Nat onely owr fraile corpſe, EF 
Whoſe ſenſe ſcarce ſees ts borne & dies againe,' 


As aaily hatres waxe and wasne. 
| Bat 
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| But een inward cauſes,hidden ſeeds, 

: That mones and governes our eternal deeds. 
, If great with child the world doe wondrom 
' So many beanties ſtill : (frame 
' And if within as far as ſunne doth ſee 
| To'th mighty moone & ſtarres Titanian fame 
| «A living ſpright doth fill, 
' With hut male valew this ſame vaſt degree, 
| If thence mans off-ſpring be. | 
| The plants hane life, and beaſts both good and 
| Whether the earth be clad (bad, 
' With flowres,or nipt hane her ill-fethered wing, 
; It ſtill comes from thine everlaſting ſpring. 


: Nor thus alone but that which hopes of fire, 

: Sheds into mortall wiphts : | 

 FromWhence ſtars gentle now, ſtrait fierce are 
ne forun 

, Cladin good fortnnes, or miſhaps attire, 

| From whence lifes fratleſt lights 
e,1 The houre of birth hane,or of death the bonxd.. 

| That which makes riſe,or elſe pulls downe 

' In their difturbd affefts all humane will, 

| And giving ſeemes, or taking ſtill. (ves, 
*; Fortune, to who the world would this were gs- 
All fromthy ſoveraigne bountse ts deriven. 
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The faithfull Shepheard, 
Oh word inevitably true and ſure 
If it thy meaning us 
Arcadia ſhall after ſo many woes, 


Find out new reſt and peace new life procure, * 


Tf the fore-told-on bliſſe 

Which the great Oracle did earſt expoſe, 

Of the faire fatall marriage roſe 

Proceed from thee, and in thy heav' nly mina 
Her fixed place doth find, 

1f that ſame voice doe not difſemble ſtil, 
Fbo hinders then the working of thy will? 


See loues and pitties foe,a wayward ſwaine, 
A proud and eruell youth, (contends. 


T hat comes fr ow heaven, and yet with heav' 


See then another Lover,(faithfull in vaine) 
Battrivg a hearts chaſte trnth, 

Pho with bu flames perhaps thy will offends, 
T he lefſe that he attends, 

Titte to's plaints : reward to his deſert 
More ftrongely flames in faith hu heart. 


Fatal thu beauty 24 to hams that it high-priſeth, ; 


Being deftinied to bim that it deſpiſeth. 


T hw 18 it ſelfe alas divided ſands 
Tht heavenly pow:r, 
And thus one fate another juſtles flih, 


Tet 


g 
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| Tet neither conquered 1,neither commands, 
. Falſe humane hopes that towre 

e114 plant a ſiege to th Elementall hill, 
* Rebellion rtnto heavens will : 
: Arming poore thoghts like giant fooles againe, 
* Lovers avd ng Lovers vaine. (things, 
Who would hawe thought lone & diſaain blivd 
Should moit aboue the ſoucraign ſtarrywwmgs, 


Dem. 7 


. But thou that flandjt aboue both fars & fate 
' And with thy wit divine 
\ Great mover of the shies doſt them veſtraine, 
| Behold, wee thee beſeech our doubtfull ſtate 
r. With Deſtinie combine, 
 . eAnd fathers loving zeale, loye and diſdaine, 
Mixe flame and frozen vaine, 
Let thi that ſhunud to lowe,now learne to low?, 
Let not that other moane. 
* Ah let wot others blindeſt folly thus bo 
_ Thy gently-promis d $25. from us, 
: But who doth know ? perhaps this ſame that 
| An unavoidable miſchievous eſtate, (ſeemes 
May prone right fortunate. 
How fond a thing it ts for mortall ſight 
T 0 ſearch into th'Eternall Suns high light? 


An end of the firſt AR, 
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*-  Buttothe purpoſe of my comming now, : 


T he faithful Shepheard. 


RO. 


ACT. 2. SCEN. 1. 


Ergaſio. Mirtillo. 


About the meadows,fountains,and the hills, ' 
To finde thee out : which now I haue, the þ 
Gods be prays'd. 
Mir. Ah that thy newes Erzafio, may deſerne 
This haſte, But bringft thou life or death ? | 
Erg. This though 1 had,T would not giue it thee. | 
That doeT hope to giue thee, though I haue it not 
As yet. But fic, thou muſt not ſuffer griefe 
To overthrow thy ſenſes thus. Liue man and hope, 


Hi T haue ſearcht alongſt the Rivers ſide, | 


4 A CA led d{/ 


+-07mino hath a fiſter, kaowft.her not 2 0 . þ 
A tall big wench, a merry countenanc'd Nymph 
With ycalow hayre,ſomewhat high-coloured. 
Pr, What is her name ? 
Erg Coriſca, | To 
HMir, I knov her well, * 
And heretofore haue (poke with her. 
_ Erg. Then know that thee { and (ee withall your | 
lucke i 
Is now -n. JE know not by what priviledge) 
Companion to your beautious Amariliii, 
I hauc diſcoyercd all your loue to her, ) 1 
And this yhich you deſire , and readily j « 
= 
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Shee me hath giver her faith to bring't about. 
Mir. O happy Mirtillo, if this ſame prove true : 
But ſaid ſhe nothing of the meanes whereby ? | 
Erg. No- 


_© 
The faithfall Shepheard, 
Erg. Nothing as yet,nor would ſhe that conclude 
' Vatill ſhee knew the manner of your loue, 
' How it began, and what hath hapr therein, 
That ſhee might eaſfilier (pie into the heart. 
' Of your beloved Nymph , and better knovy 
| How to diſpoſe by prayers or by-fraud 
Of her requeſt. For this I came to you, 
' And make me now acquainted from the head- 
| With all the hiſtorie of your deare Jloue. 
Fs AHMir. So will I doe, but yet Ergaſto know, 
' This memory (a bitrer hopelefle thing) 
| Is Ike a fire-brand toſſed in the winde, 
By which how much the fire increaſerth ſtill, 
' | So much the brand with blazing flame conſumes, 
: O piercing ſhaft made by ſome power divine ! 
+ The which the more we ſecke to draw it our, 
' | The faſter hold it takes, the deeper roor;” 
' Well can I tell you, that theſe Lovers hopes 
Are full of vanitics and falſhoods il], 
Loues fruit is bitter, though the root be ſweet. 
* In that ſweet time when dayes advantage get 
* Abouethe nights, then when the yeare begins, 
- This daintie Pilgrim,beauries bright new Sunne, 
- Came with her count'nance like anocher Spring, 
T*illuminate my then thriſe happy ſoyle. . 
| Of. Pi/a,and Eeglidis faire. Brought by her mother, + 
To ſee the ſacrifices and the ſports 
' Thatcelebratedin thoſe ſolemne dayes 
Were unto Jouve. Where while the meant to-make 
Her eye-fighr bleſt with that ſame ſpeQacle, 
+ Shee bleſt the (peRacle with her faireeyes, 
Being Loves prear'ſt miracle beneaththe skies. 
No ſooner had I-ſeenc that face,but ſtraight . 
C 4 T burnt, 
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At —— 
The faithfull Shepheard. 
I burnt,defending not the formoſt looke, 
Which though mine eyes into my breſt direted 
Such an imperious beautie,as me thought did ſay, { 
Minrtillo, yeeld thy heart for it is mine, 
Er. Ohin our breſts what mighty power hath loue? | 
'Ther's none can tell, ſane they the ſame which proue, | 
Mir. See how induſtrious Toue can worke ey'n in | 

The ſimpleſt breſts. A ſiſter which T had ? 
I made acquainted with my thouphts,who was ; 
By chance companion to my cruell Nymph, 
The time ſhee ftaid in Pi/a and Elide, 

Shee faithfull counſell, and good ayd me gaue, 
Shee dreſt me finely in one of her gownes, 
Circling my temples with a Periwig, 

Which gracefully thee trimmed vp with floyyres, 
A quiver and a bowe hung at my fide : : 
Shce taught me furthermore to faine my voice, f 
And Ilooks;forin my face as the there grew no haire, * 
This done,ſhee me conducted where the Nymph 7 
Was wont to ſport her ſelfe,and where we found | 
A noble troupe of Maydens of Megara, 
By blood or loue allyed to my goddefle, | 
Mongſt them ſhee ſtood like to a princely Roſe þ 
Among a heape of humble violets, 
Wee had not long been there before uproſe 
One of the maydens of Megars,and thus beſpake : 
Why ſtand we idly till in {uch a time, | 
When palmes and famous trophees are ſo rife ? . 
Haue not we armes counterfeit fights to make 
As well as men? Siſters, be rulde.by mes 
Let's prooue among our (clues our armes in jeſt, 
That when wecome to earneſt them with men, 
We may themberter uſe, Let's kiſſe,and ſtrive FE 


f 
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VYho can kifſe (weetlieſt among our ſelues, 
And let this garland be the vitors gaine, 
All at the propoſition laught': and all- 

Vato it ſtrait agreed. Straightway began 

A fight confuſed :. no {ignall we attended, 


Which by her ſeene that firſt ordaind the ſport, 


Shee ſayes againe: Let's make her worthy Iudge 
That hath the faireſt mouth. All ſoone agrecd, 
And tmarillichoſe. Who (weetly bowing downey. 
Her beautious eyes in modett bluſhing ſtaind, 
Did ſhow they were as faire within as th'were with» 
out. 

Oc that her face her rich-clad mouth envyed, 
And would be cloath'd in pompous purple too, 
As who ſhould ſay,I am as faire as it. 

E:g. Ingood time did youchange into a Nymph, 
A happy token of good Jucke to cone. 

_ Now did the beautious Iudge itt in her: 
PiACCe, l 

According as the Megarexce preſcrib'd. 
Bach went by lot to make due proofe of her 
Rare month, that heavenly paragon of ſweetneſſe. 
That blefled mouth that may be likened to 
A perform'd. Indian ſhell of orientall pearle, 
Opning the daintie treaſure,mixt with honey ſweets 
And purple bluſh. I cannot (my Erga#o)tell 
Th'inexplicable ſweetnefle which I felt 
Out of that kifſe, Bur looke what Cypres cauesy. 
Or hives of Xzbla haue, are nothing all 


| Compar'd with that which then I raſted there, 


Erg. Oh happy theft, ſweet kille, 
Mey. Yea {weet, 
But yet not gracious, for it wanted ſill- 
Cy The- 


The fatthfall Shepheard. 

The better part: loue gaue ir, but loue not 
Return'd it backe. 

Erg. But then how did you 
When it was your lot to kifle ? 

Mir. Vnto thoſe lips 
My ſoule did wholly fie, and all my life 
So ſhut therein, as in a little ſpace 
It waxcd nothing but a kifſe. And all | 
My other limbes {tood ftrengthleſle trembling ſtill, 
When I approached to her lightning lookes, 
Knowing my deed was theft and eake deceit,, 
I fear'd tie majeſtie of her faire face: 
But ſhee aſſures. me with a pleaſing ſmile, 
And puts me foryeard more, loue fitting like: 
A_ Bee upon two freth and daintie Roſes cloſe.. 
Kiſſing, I taſted there the honey ſweet, 
But having kiſt, 1 felt the louely Bee 
—_ through my. heart with his. ſharpe piercing; 

Ing, * ; 

And bong we:nded thus, halfe deſperate;. 
I thought r hav.e bitten thoſe man-ſ{laughtriag lips, 
But chat.her odoriterous breath hike ayre divine, 
Wak'ned'my modeſtic,and itil] my rage. 

Erg. This modeſtic moleſteth Lovers Kill. 

Mirt. Now were the lots fultll'd, and ev'ry one 
With heedfull minds the ſentence did attend : 
When Amari//u judging mine the belt, 
With her ovine hands thee crovwnes- my treiſes with: 
The gentle Garland kept for victorie. 
But ne're was ſhadelefle meadow drycr parcht, 
Vander the balefull furie of the heavenly dog, 
"Than was my heart in ſunſhine of that ſweet, 
Meyer {o vanquilke as-in v;Roriz. . * 
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Yet had I power to take the garland off, 
And reach it her, ſaying, to you belongs 
Alone the ſame. *Tis due to you;that made 
Mine good by vertue of your mouth, 
Shee gently took't, and crown'd her {lfe there- 
with, 
And with another that ſhee ware, crown'd mine. 
'Tis this T weare thus dryed as you (ec, 
It will I carry to my graue with mee, 
In deare remembrance of that happie days 
But more for hgne of my dead hopes decay. 
Erg. Thoupitie more than envie dolt deſerue, . 
'T hat wert another Tanral in loues delights, 
That of a ſport a torment true didſt make. 
| Thou paylſt too deare for thy ſtolne delicates. 
But did thee ere perceive thy pollicies ? 
Mirt. That know 1 not (Erga0) yet thus muck 
I know, | | 
T hat in the:tme ſhee made £17; bleit 
With her (weet count*nance, ſhee liberall vwas- 
Of pleaſing lookes to mee. Bur thereof did 
My cruell fates rob me ſo luddenly, 
That I perceiy'd it not till they were gone. 
When I drawne by the power of her beauttous- 
looke, | 
Leaving my home,came hither,where thou knowlt 
My father had this 'poore hahbitacle, 
But now the day that with ſo fayre a ſpring began, 
Come to his Weiterne bound , thunders and lets: 
rens Out, 
Ah then I faw theſe were true Ggnes of death. 
Now had (alas) >-2fer father felt, 


My not foreſeery departure, and orecoms2 
With 
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With griefe,fell ſicke nigh hand to death, 
VVhereby I was conſtrained to returne. 
Ah that returne prooved the fathers health, 
But deadly ſicknefle to the ſonne : tor in ſhort time 
I languiſhed and pined quite away; 
Which held me from the time the Sun had left 
"The Bull, untill his entry into Capricorne. 
And ſo had ſtill,had not my piteous father ſought 
For counſell to the Oracle, which ſaid, 
Oanely Arcadia could reſtore my health, 
So I return'd to ſee her that can heale 
My bodies griefe (O Oracles falſe lye) 
But makes my ſoule ficke eyerlaſtingly. 7 
Erg. Strange tale thou tel ft (Arrrillo) though t 
be true. 
The onely health to one that's deſperate, 
Is to deſpaire of health. And now 'tis time 
I goe communicate with our Coriſca. 
Goe tothe fountaine you, there ſtay for me, 
tle make what haſte I can, ' 
Mir. Goe happily. 
The heavens (Ergeſto) quit thy courtefie; 
E xeund, 


ACT. 2, SCEN, 2, 


Dorinds. Luping. Silvio. 


O Fortunate delight,and care of my 

Faire ſprightfull Situio. Ah that I wers 
As deare unto thy cruc}] maſter as thou art. 
(Happte Melampo) he with ate hand, 

'4 har nips my heart, thee ſoirly-R feeds 


mT 


The faithfull Shepheard. 


YVith thee all day, and all the night he is, 
YVhilſt I that loue him ſoſigh ſtill in vaine, 
7” that which grieues me worſt, he giues thee ſtill. 
ifſts ſo ſweet, that had I one of them, 
] ſhould goe bleſt away. I cannot chooſe 
But kifſe Mel/ampo, Now if thihappy fſtarres 
f loue,(ent thee to me becauſe thou ſhouldft 
Fiad out his ſteps Go'w whither me great loue 
"Thee nature teacheth, But I heare a horne 
Sound in theſe woods. 
' Sil, Vo ho ho, Melampo ho. 
! Dor. If my defire deceive me not,that is the voice 
;Of my beloved Silvio, that calls his dogge, 
pic bath our labour ſay'd. 
' S$i{. Voho ho,Melampo ho. 
Dor. Doubtleſſe tis he : happy Dorinda, heavens 
Haue ſent him whom thou ſoughtit,ris beſt I put 
* The dog afide, ſo may I winne his loue. - 
" Lupino. | 
Lup. What's your will ? 
Dor. Goe hide thy ſelfe 
' Inthat ſame thicke, and take the dog with thee. 
Lup. I goe. 
Dor. And ſtirre not till I call. 
Lup. No more I wil, 
Dor. Goe (oonc. 
Lup. And call you ſoone;left hunger make 
' The dog beleeue 1 am a ſhoulder of mutton, and ſo 
fall to. | 
Dor. Go get thee hence hen-hearted wretch, 
Si. O wretched me,whither ſhall 1 goe 
To follow thee,my deare,my faithfull dog ? 
. Lbedalcs,the mountaines I have ſought with care, 
| | All 


The faithfull $hepheard, 
All weary now I aw. Curſt be the beaſt " 5 
T hou didſt purſue. But ſee a Nymph,perhaps *Tþ 
Shee can tell newes of him, Qur upon her, | 
*T is ſhee that's ſtill fo troubleſome to me. a 
I muſt diflemble. Faire and gracious Nymph, 'W 
Did you my good Melampotce to day ?' * * l 
Dor. I taire, good Silvio ? can you call me faire? | | 
That am not faire a whit nato your eyes. | 
Si. Or faire,or foule,did you got ſee my dog ? | 
Anſwere to this, or I am quick'y gone. Fol 
Dor. Still thou art froward unto her that thee a-| T 
dores : | | , 
Who would belecue thatin that ſmooth aſpe&t - 
VVere harboured ſuch rugged thoughts. Thou: | 
 __throveh 
Theſe \ avage woods, and rockie hills purſuy'ſt 'S) 
A beaſt that flyes thee,and conſum'it thy felfe . | 
In tracing out thy greyhounds ſteps : and me 
'T hou ſhunſt, and doſt diſdaine that Joues thee fo. 
Ahle2ne theſe Does that runne fo faſt away, | 
Take hold of me thy preordained prey. 
Sil. Nymph, I 2elgmpo came. to {eeke, not to | 
looſe time, 
Farewell. = | | 
Dor. Doe not ſo ſhun me cruell $itvio, 
Ile tell thee newes of thy Melampo man; 
Sil. Thou jeits Dorindo: 
Dor. Sitvio, 1 proteſt 
By that deare loue that me thy handmaid makes, 
I'know where thy Helanpo is that courſt the Doe. 
Sit. How did he looſe her ? 
Dor. Both Dog and Doe are in my power, 
$94, Both in your power 2 


| 
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Dor. Why 
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* Dor. Why doth it grieue you then, 
"That I them hold that doe adore you ſo ? 
Si, Deare Dyrinda,quickly giue me him, 
' Dor. See way'ring child,am I not fortunate ? 
:When a beaſt and a dog can make me deare to thee, 
$H. Good reaſon too,bur yet her le deceue, 
Dor. What will you giue me ? 
$4. Two gilded apples 
: Which my morher gaue me yeſterday. 
" Dor. I wantno apples, and perhaps I could 
- | Thee better taſted giue, didſt thou not thus 
| Diſdaine my gifts, | 
* Sil, What wouldit thou haue? a kid ? 
' | Alambe? Ah bur my father giues me no ſuch leane; 
Do. Nor kids nor lambs do I deſire, its thy loue, 
| My Silvio, which I ſeeke. 
$4. Wilt thou nought but my lone ? 
. Dor. Novght elie. | 
Sil. 1 giue it thee, Nov my deare Nymph, 
- Give me my Dog and Doe. 
Dor. Ah that thou knewit 
' © That treaſures worth wherct thou ſeem(t fo liberal, 
Or thar thy heart did aniwere to thy tongue, 
$4. Heare megfaire Nymph,thou ever tellift me of. 
- Acertaine loue, I know not what it is, 
| Thoudoſt deſire Iſhould rhee loue, and (o I doe, 
As ſarre forth as I can, or underſtand, 
Thoucallſt me crueil,and I know not crueltie, 
Dor. VVretched Dorinda , how: haſt thou plac'd 
thy hopes | 
' In beautie, fecling ne're a ſparke of lone ?- 
Thoulouely boy, art ſucha fireco me, , 
And yer burns not thy (elfe, Thee under haman ſhape 
[.f OF 
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Of daintie mother,did the Cyprian dame 

Bring forth;thou haft his arrowes,and his fire. 

well bnowminy breſt both burat and wounded t00,| 
Get but his wings unto thy ſhoulders,and 
New Cupidſhaltthou be, wer't not thy heart ; 
Is made of rockie frozen ycie ſhelfe. | 
Thou wantedſt nought of loue,but loue it ſelfe; | 

Sil. Tell me,what kind of thing is this ſame loue ? / 

Dor. If in thy face I looke(oh louely boy 
Thea is this loue a paradiſe of joy. 

But if I turne and view my ſpirit well, 
Then 'tis a flame of deepe infernall hell, | 

Sil, Nymph, no more words, giue mee my Dogge | 

and Doe, | | 

Dor. Nay giue me firſt the loue you promiſed: 

Sil. Haue I notgiv'n it ? what a ſtirre 1s here 
Her to content : take it, doe what thou wilt, | 
Who doth forbid thee ? what wouldſt Y haue more? * 

Dg. Thou ſow'ſt thy ſeed in- ſand , wretched Z0- 

1i2da. 
$4. What would you haue?why do you linger thus? | 

Do, Aſſoone as you haue got what you deſire, 
(Perfidious Sitvio),you are gone from me. 

SiL No truſt me Nymph. | 

Dor. Giue mee a pledge. | | 

Sil. VVhat pledge ? [ 

Dar. I dare not tell, | 

Si. And why, 

Dor. 1 am aſham'd. 

 _ Sil. Areyou aſham'd to ſpeake, and not aſham'd 
It to receive? Dor. If you will promiſe me 
To give it, I will tel, 
$4, I promiſe yous 


i 
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Dor. ( Silvia my deare) doe you not underftand 
me yet ? 
I ſhould have underſtood you but with halfe of this. 
Si1. Thou art more ſubtill much then I, 
we 1 am more earneſt,and leſſe cruell much then 
thou. 
Sil, To ſay the troath, I am no Prophet)T, 
You muft ſpeake if you'] haue me underſtand, 
Dor, O wretch , one of thoſe which thy mother 
gaue to thee. 
Sil. A blow onttVeare, 
Dor. A blow on:th'eare to one that Toues thee? 
Sil, Sometime ſhee maketh much of mee with one 
of them. | | 
Dor. Doth ſhee not kiſſe you then ? 
$i, Nor ſheeznor any elle | 
Doth kiſſe me. But perhaps youl'd haue a kiſſe, 
You anſwere not, your bluthing you accuſeth, 
I am content, but give mee firſt my dog. 
Doy. Y'have promiſt me ? 
Sil. 'Tis trueT haue promiſt thee, 
Dor. And will yon ſtay ? 
Sil. Tuſhgwhat a flirre is here ? T will, 
D)r. Come forth Lupino, Lupino,doſt not heare? 
Lup. Who calls? I1comesI come,it was nox I, 
It was the dog that ſlepr. 
Dor. Behold thy dog, 
More courtious than thy (clfe. 
Si. O happie me. 
Dor. He in theſe armes that thou deſpiſeſt ſo, 
Did put himiſelfe, 
Sit, O my moſt deare Melampo. 
Dor. Eſteeming deare my kiſſes,and my ſighs. 
St. Ile 
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Sil, Tle kifſe thee thouſand times poore curre. 
Haſt chou no harme in running,poore Melempo? 
_— O happy dogge , might I change lots with 
thee : | 


Am 1 not brought unto an excellent paſſe, 
That of adog I muſt be jealous thus ? | 
Lupizo, goe unto the hunting traighr, 
Ile follow thee. 1 

Lup. Miſtcefle, I goe. ; 


Exit Lapin. 


Silvio. Dorinda | 


S ought behinde ? Where is the Doe you promis'd | 
. mee? es 27 POET | oh 
Dor. Will you her haue aliue or dead ? 
$i. T underſtand you not. | 
How's ſhee aliue,hath not my dog her kild ? 
Dor. But ſay the dog hath nor. 
$71, Is ſhee aliue ? 
Dor, Alige. i 3 
$11. So much moro welcome ſhe is. 
Dot. Onely ſhee's wounded in the heart. 
Sil. Thou mockſft : "230 
How can ſhe live and wounded in the'heart? 7 
Dor. My cruell Silvio, I am that ſame Doe, 
Without purſuit or conqueſt taken ſo. 
Quicke if thou pleaſeft ro accept of me, 
Dead if thou doſt deſpiſe my company. 
Sil. Is this the Doe,the game you told me'of ? 


Do. This is the ſame, Ay me,why looke you 10? 
Hold 
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Hold you a Nymph no dearer than a Doe ? 
$i4. I neither hold thee dearegnor like of thee, 
But hate thee brute, vilde, lying filth, 
| Exit Stlv10, 
Dor. Is this my guerdon, cruell $i/yio? 
Vogratefull boy, 1s this all my reward ? 
I gaue Melampo and my (clte with him to thee, 
Hoping that thus chon would{t nor hane denide 
The ſun-ſhine of thine eyes to me, I would 
Haue kept thee and thy Dogge moſt faichfull 'come 
anie. ; 
I WD. haue wip'd thy browes from toyleſome 
fwear : 
| Vpon this lap that never taketh reſt, 
| Thou might'ft haue ra'ne thy reſt. I would 
Haue carried all thy tew and prou'd thy prey, | 
! When beaſts had wanted in the the woods thoy 
4 might | | | 
' Haue ſhot at mee for one , and in this breaſt 
Haue uſed fill thy tough well- finew'd bow, 
So as thou wouldit,1 like thy ſervant might 
Thy weapons carried haue, or prov'd thy prey, 
Making my breaſt both quiver and the marke 
For thoſe thy thafts. But unto whom ſpeake I ? 
To him that heares me not,bur's fled from me, 
* Flie where thou wilt, thee will I {ill purſue, 
Eyv*n into hell, if any hell can be 


More painfull than my grietezthan thy great cruelty. 
Exit. 


ACT. 


The faithfall Shepheard. 


ACT. 2. SCEN. 4, 
Cori/ca. 


Q How Fortune fayours my diflignes 

More than I lookt for, Shee good reaſon hath, 

For I ne're askt her favour ſhamefaſtly, 

Great power ſhee hath , and with good cauſe the 

__ world | 

Calls her a puifſant Goddefle : yet muſt wee not 
fitt ſtill, | 

For fildome idle folkes proove fortunate, 

Had not my induſtry made me companien unto her, 

What would this. fit occafion haue availed me, 

To bring my purpoſe unto paſſe ? Some foole 

Would haue ber riyall ſhunn'd,and ſhewd fignes of 

Her jealouſie, bearing an evill eye 

About, but that wad heap ill done t for eaſilier 

May one keepe her from an open then a hidden foe, 

The cover'd rocks are thoſe which doe deceive 

The wiſeſt Mariners. Who cannot friendſhip faine, 

Cannot truely hate, Now ſee what 1 can doe, 

T am not ſuch an affe to thinke ſhe doth not loue, 

It might ſhee make ſome other foole belecue. 

But tuſh, I am the miſtreſſe of this Art. A tender 
wench, 

Scarce from the cradle crepr, in whom loue hath 

Still'd but the firft drops of his ſweet,ſo long 

Purſude and wooed by a worthy friend, 

And worſe, kiſt,and rekiſt, and yet not loue. 

Sheeis an aſe thatit beleeues, Ile not beleeu't. 

But ſee how Fortune fayours mee : Behold, 
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| VVhere Awarilticis her ſelfe. Ile make 
| As though Lſaw her not,and ftand aſide. 


| ACTe 2. SCBEN, Fe 
| | Amarillis. Coriſca. 


| Th bleſſed woods,and you the filent groues 
At reſt and peace, the harbour-houſes true, 
How willingly I turne to viſite you. 
Andif my ſtarres had ſo been pleaſd thaue let 
{ Meliue unto my felfe, I with th'Elizian fields, 
The happie gardens of the Demy-gods, 
VVould not haue chang'd your gentle ſhaddow 
ſports. 
If Tyudge right,theſe worldly goods are nought 
* But miichietes,(till che richeſt haue leaſt goods, 
And he poſſeflcth moſt that 15 moſt poore, 

| Riches are ever (ſnares of libertie. 
' What's fame of beautie worth in tender yearcs? 

Or heavenly nobleneſle in morrall blood ? 
So many favours both of heaven and earth, _ 
| Fields Large and happie,goodly meadow plaines, 
_ Far paſtures,that doe fatter flockes preſent, 
© If in the ſame the heart be not content. 

| Happy that ſhepheardefle,whoſe ſcarcely knees, 

A poore,but yet acleanly gowne doth reach : 
FRich in ber (elfc,onely in natures gifts. 
* VVho in (ſweet povertie no poorenefle knowes: 
' Nor feeles no tortures which this riches brings. 
| Defire to haue much,nere doth her torment, 
"If hee be poorezyet is ſhee well content. 
*Shee natures gifts doth nurſe with natures gifts, 
| Making 
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”—_—_— milke ſpring with milke , ſaucing her native 
weet | 
With honey of the Beegone fountaine ſerverh her | 
To drinke, to waſh,zand for her lookin? glaffe. | 
If ſhee be well,then all che world is well. 

Let che clouds riſe, and thunder threat amaine 
Her povertie doth all the feare prevent, 

Tf ſhee be poorezyet is ſhe well contenc. = 
Finely the flocke commitced to her charge K 
Feeds on the grafle,the whilſt her ſhepheard friend | 
Feeds on her eyes, not whom the ſtarres,or men, | ] 
Her Dettintes, but whom aff<&ion choo(eth. 
T hen inthe ſhadow of a Micrle tree, 
Chcrithr, ſhee cheriſherth againe 3 nor doth | | 
Shee feele that heat which thee diſcovers not : « 4 
. Nor ever heat diſcover which ſhe doth nor feele. 
Alwayes declaring troth of her inteat, I 
If ſhee be poorezyet is ſhe well content. 1 
True life that knowes not dearh before they die. 

Ah that I mighc my fortune change with theirs. |! ! 
But ſee Cort/ca, Gods ſaue you,good Cori/ca. eV 
Cor. Who calleth me? Deare Amarifis,dearer than | 

Mine eyes,my life,whither goe you alone ? 
Ama. No further than you ſee , glad Lhaus found, R 
you out. - FH 
Cor. You haue her found that will not part from} 4 
you : F< 
And cv'n now,thus wasT thinking with my ſelfe, * -- 
Were her ſoule,how could ſhe ftay away fo long? | « 
And cherewithall you came my deare, and yet " « 
You doe not loue your poore Coriſca. Fa. 
Ama. Vhy ſo? - yI0- 
Cor. Aske you why ſo ? and you a brideto day. - 

| Ama 4 
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| Ama. A bride? 
| Cor. A bridcand yet from me you keepe it, 
| Ame. How ſhould I utcer that I doe not knov ? 
| Cor. Yet will you faine ? 
Ana. You jeſt. 
Cor. T's you chat jeſt. 
| Ama. And cant then be true ? 
} © Cor. Mot cercaine true. 
Doc not you know thereof ? 
Ama I know I promis'd was, 
But know not that the marriage is (o necre. 
Cor. I heard it of my brother Ormin * and to ſay 
the troth, 
| Thore is no other. talke. Bur you looke pale, 
| Thisnewes perhaps doth trouble you. 
' ama, it 1s. 
| Long lance the promiſe paſt,and Rill my mother Caid 
. This day it ſhould reviue. 
| Cor, Varto a better liſc 
' You ſhall reviue, for this you ſhould be merry, 
. VVhy doe you figh ? lerthar pwn wretch goe (1 _ 
n\ -4ma. NV Vhat wrerh ? 
E Core Mirtilly, vwvhom cv'n now! found 
ul Ready to die: and turely hee had died” 
I Had I not promift him this marriage to diſturbe, 
mb VVhich though I onely for his comfort ſa1d, 
| Yet were ] fit to-doe it. 
# -.4ma. Anddid he giue conſent ? 
Cor. I: and the meanes, 
Ama. 1 pray you how ? 
Cor. Eafily, 
So you Ss diſpoſed bee to yeell. (faith, 
An. That conidI hope,and would you giue your 
W.\ Not 
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Not to diſcloſe it, I diſcover would 1 
A thought which in my heart I long haue hid, © Þþ- 
Cor. I it diſcloſe | Ground open firſt thy jawes Þ|} 

| And (wallow meupby a miracle. | 


ama. Knowthen (Coriſca) when I think I muſt F 
Be ſubje& to a child,that hates,thar flies from me, |? 
And hath no other ſport but woods and beaſts, h } 
And loues a dog better then thouſand Nymphs, 


I malecontented liue halfe deſperate. 

But dare not ſay ſo for reſpe& TI beare 1 
Vnto mine honeſtie, unto my faith 'F 
Which to my father, and what worſer is, TE 
Which to our puiſſant GoddefſeT haue giv'n : I 


If by thy helpe my faith my life both ſay'd, 

I might divide mee;from this heavie knot, 

Then ſhouldſt thou-be my health, ny very lite. 
Cor. It fo for this.thou ligh'ſt,good reaſon thou 

Deare Amarillis haſt, How oft he (aid? 

A thing ſo faire to one thatcan deſpiſe it? 

So rich a jemme to one that knowes it nor ? 

But you too craftic are to tell the troth, « Tf 

| What let's you new to ſpeake ? | 

Ama. T he ſhame I haue. 
Cor. Siſter, you haue a miſchievous diſcaſe, | 

Yhad rather had the pox,the fever,or the fiſtula: | | 


OE Tr earn -1 


But truſt tome, you'l quickly leaue the ſame, 1) 
Once doe but maſter it, and then 'tis gone. | 
Ama. This ſhamefaſtneſſe that Nature ftampes | H: 
in us cor onla # ( 
Cannot bee maſtered, for if you ſeeke | Ye 


To hunt it from your heart, it flies into your face, | 
Cor. O Aamanrillis, who (too wiſe) conceales 


Herill, at laRt great folly ſhee reveales, F, 
Hadfl 


>) 
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| Hadſt thon bur at the firſt diſtovered 
| This thought to me,thou hadſt been looſe ere this. 
' Now trie Cori/caes art; you could not haue 
' Entruſted you into more ſubtill faithfull hands, 
| But when you ſhall be freed by my helpe, 
'Yrom this ſame captiue husband, will you not 
| Provide you of another Loycr then ? 
| Arna. At better leaſure we will thinke of that. 
* Cor. Truſt me you cannot,faithfull Mirri/{o, 
| You know there is not at this day a ſwaine, 
' For valew,honeſt troth,and beautie, worthicr 
Of your atteRtion. And you will let him die, 
| Without ſo much as ſaying ſo. Yet heare him once. 
Ama. How better 'ryere to giue him peace, and 
ſ{tabb v'r5- 18 
| The root of ſuch deſire as hath no hope. 
Cor. Giue him this comfort yet before he die, 
Am. It rather double will his miſery. 
' Cor. Leauc that to him, 
{ 4m. But what becomes of me, 
« It ever it bee knowne ? 
Cor. Small hurt thou haſt, 
Ama. And (mall”*c ſhall be before my name it doe 
endanger. 
{ .Cor. If you nay faile in this, thenin tacreft, 
{]you may faile, Adiew. 
| Ama. Nay ſtay, Coriſca, 
S | Heare me but ſpeake. 
Cor. No not a word, unleſſe 
| You promiſe me. 
{ Am. I promite you,ſo you 
+ Doe tie me ro 10ught clic, 
- Cur. Lo nothing Cle, 
ift NN 4214. 
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Ana. And you ſhall make him thinke T knew not lex 


of it. 0 
Cor. Ile make him thinke it was by chance. | ; 
Ama. And that I may | Tha 


Depart as ſoone as I thinke good, 
Cor. Aſſoone 

As you haue heard him ſpeake. 
Ama. And that he ſhall 

Quickly diſpatch, 
Cor. So hall hee doe. 
Ama. And that 

He come not neere me by my darts length never. | 
Co. O what a toyle tis to reforme your ſimpleneſc þj. ,, 

All parts ſaving his tongue wee'le ſurely tye, Ile , 

Will you ought elſe ? . | _ 
Ama. No nothing elſe. Tak 
Cor, When will you doo't ? ; 
Ama. VV hen youchinke good ; give mee but (2 

much time | 

I may goe homezand heare more of this marriage, | 
Cor. Gone. But take heed you doe it warily. | 

Bur heare what I am thinking on. To day 

About noone time among theſe ſhadow trees 

Come you without your Nymphs, here ſhall you find 


Mze to that end : with me ſhall be Nerznc, 1 
Azlaure,Eliſa, P hillis,and Licorjs,all mine owne. 0 

As wile as faithfull, good companions. - © Cor 
Heere may you now,(as often you-haue done) ty wp 
Play at blind buffe. Mint} will eaſily thinke, "Fae 


T hat for your ſport,and net for him you came. Cay 

Ama. This pleaſeth me, but yet I would not have| Sat 

Your Nymphs to heare the words Mirti/fs ſpeakes, fh, : 

Coy. I vnderſtand,and well advis'd,lert me _— = ; 
Ile 
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1 le make them vaniſh when I ſee my time 2 

0,and forger not now to loue your poore Cort/cs. 

' Am. How can I chuſe but loue her,in whoſe hands 


I haue repos'd my life ? 
| Exit Amarillii, 


Cor. So, ſhee is gone. 
Small force will ſerue to batter downe this rocke, 
Though ſhee haue made defence to my aſſault, 
et will thee never his abide. I know too well 
ow heartie prayers of a gracious Loue 
Can _ a tender wenches heart. Yet with this 
| ort, | 
le % her ſo, ſhee'l ſcarcely thinke it ſport, 
Ile by her words, will ſhee,or nill ſhee, ſpie 
And pierce into the bowels of her heart, 
e make me miſtreſle of her ſecrets all. 
Then Ile condu her ſo,that ſhee ſhall thinke 
er moſt unbridled loue, and not my art 
Lath brought her in to play this wretched part. 


ACT, 2» SCEN. 6. 


F Coriſca. Satyr. 
H I am dead. 

| Sar. AndT aliue, 

* Cor. Ah turne, 

iy Amarillis, turne againe, I taken am. 

| Car. Tuſh, 4marilli heares thee not, be quiet now. 

| Cor. Oh mee,my haire. | 

© Sat. I have hunted thee (@ long, 

By at the laſt th*art fallen into my ſnare, 


his is the roabe ſiſter, this is the haues 
| D 2 Cor,Speak 
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Cor. Speake you to me, Satyr ? 7 
Sat. I,ev'n tothee. 

Are you not that ſame famous Cori/7a? that 

Excellent miſtrefle of lies, that at ſo deare a rate 

Falſe hopes, fain'd looks, and lying words dofſt (cl! 

| hat haſt betraied me ſo many wayes, perfidious Cþ 

71/ca, 
ch am Coriſca,gentle Satyr,but not now 

So pleaſing te thine eyes as I haue been. 

Sat. I gentle, wicked wretch,1 was nor fo 

V Vhen me thou leftiſt to follow Coridon. C 
Cor. 1 left thee for another, | 
Sat. Sce, ſee a wonder, 

'T his is newes indeed. But when I ſtole 

Faire Lillaes bowe,Cloris ſcarfe, Dapbnes rich roaz 

And Sitviaes buskins, then thou promi'li me [ 

Thy loue thougavy'ſt another ſhould be my reward 

T hedaintie corland which I gaue to thee, bs 

Thougav'ſt co Niſus, And when me thou mad'ſt F 

To watch ſo-many froftie nights,both in 

The caue,the woods, and by the river fide, 

And eyer mockedit me,was T not gentle then ? {[ 

Beleeue me noyy thou ſhaſt me pay for all. F 
Cor. Thou ſtrangleſt me as 1t I werea dog. | 
Sat. Now ſee if thou canſt runne away 2g nc. þ 

'T hy pollicies ſhall not ayaile'thee now. 

If bur thy head hold onytis vaine to ftrive.. 
Cor. Good Satyr.gine me leaue to ſpeake to tlick 
Sat. Speake then. | 
Cor. How can I ſpeake ?let me goe : 

Vpon my Faith I wilt notrunne away. 
$4t, What faith,oh faithleſſe waman haſt * D: - 

Yet ſpeak of fairh rome? Ile catry thee (thg*7 

Th 
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Tato the darkeſt caue this mountaine hath, 
Where never Sunne,nor humane ſtep approach'd, 
Ile hide the reR there, thou with my delight, 
And with thy ſcorne ſhalt .feele what I will doc 
1 with thee. | 
5c Cor. Andcanſt thoube ſo cruell to that haire 
© For which thou oft haſt ſworne *twere ſweet to die, 
And that thou couldſt not ſuffer too much 311 for me? 
Oh heavens, oh fates, whom ſhall a woman truſt ? 
| Sar. Ah wicked,thinkſt thou to deceive me yet ? ' 
'Canſt thou yet remprt me with thy ſubtilties ? 
Cor. Oh gentle Satyy, doe not make a (corne 
Of her that thee adores. If ſo thy heart 
Be not of marble made, behold me at 
[Thy feet, if ever I offended thee (O Idole of 
My ſoule)I pardon crave, By theſe ſame ſtrong, 
And more than manly knees which Iembrace: 
{By that ſame loue thou ſometime bar'ſt co me, 
2 ÞBy chat ſame ſwcernelſe which thou wont'tt to dr 
'Thou ſaid'ſt out of mine eyes, calling them ſtartes, 
! Now wretched fountaines of theſe butter teares, 
| Ipray thee pitic me, let mee but goe. 
Sat. The wretch hath almoſt mooy'd mee,ſhould 
| I but cruſt 
Aﬀction onely, I were overcome. 
But to be ſhort, } will not truſt thee,ſtrine no more. 
For all this humbleneſfe thou art Cori/ca Rtill. 
Cor. Oh me my head,ſtav yet doe nor denie 
*Mee one poore favour yer. 
Sat. What favour's that ? 
Cor, Heare mee but once. 
Sar. Thou think'it with fained words, 
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And forged teares to moilihe my heart, 


t 
D 3 Cor, 


if 
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"00; Ah courteous Satyr , what wilt thou make | 
of mee ? | 
$a. Wee'le trie. 


Cor, No pitie then ? | | 


Sat. No pitie I. 
Cor. Art thou reſoly'd of this ? 
. Sat. T amreſolv'd. 
HaRt thou now made an end of all thy charmes ? 
Cor, Ohvillaine indiſcreet,unſeaſonabte. 
Halfe a man, halfe a geat,and all a beaſt: 
Dryed Carogne, defe& of wicked nature, . 
Doft thou beleeae Cori/co loues not thee ? | 
It is moft true, What ſhould 1 loue in thee ? | 
his goodly bunch of that beflavered beard, | 
Theſe goatlike eares,that ſtinking toothlefle caue ? | 
Sat. Oh witch,are theſe to mee ? | 
Cor. Theſe are to thee. 
Sat. Rrbald to mee ? 
Cor. Halfe goat to thee, 
Sat, And doe'nor T 
With theſe my hands thruſt out thy bitches tongue? 
Cor. I if thou durſt, i 
Sat. A filly woman in my hands 
Dares braue me ? dates deſpiſe me thus ? Well le, 
Cor. Villaine, what wilt thou doe ? 
Sat. lle eat thee quicke. 
Cor. Where bee thy teeth ? 
Sat. Oh heavens,who can endure ? 
Ile pay you home, come on. 
Cor. I will not come. 1 
Sat, That will I ſee. | 
Cox. Spite of thy heart I will not. ! 
$a, Come on,wee'l ſee who hath the fits O—_ | 
c 
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| The necke,or I the armes, Nay ſoft and faire. 

| Well, letus (ee. 

' Cat. Goeto. Cor. Satyr, hold faſt. 

| Farewell,l would:thy necke were broke. Exit Coz. 
| Sat. O me my head,my back,my fide. Oh what 

| A fall is this ? I ſearce can turne my ſelfe. 

' And is ſhee gone,and left her head behind ? 

| Vnuſuall wonder. Nymphs and ſhepheards come, 

| Behold a witchcraft tricke of one that's fled, 

; And lives without a head | Hove light it is ? 

| Tt hath no braines,there commeth out no blood, 

| Why looke I ſo ? Oh foole,ſhe gone without a head ! 

' Thou art without a head that leefſt not 

| How thou art mockr, Treacherous perfidious witch, 

| I'tnot enough thi aft made thy heart to lie, 

; Thy face,thy words,thy laughter, and thy looks, 

| But that thy hairemuſt lie. Poets,behold 

| Your natiue gold, your amber pure,that you 


| So fondly praiſe, for ſhame your ſubje& change, 
| Inftead whereof ſing mee a witches ſubultic, 
That robbeth Soulfees z,androtten heads, 


' To drefle her owne. As well you may goe praiſe 


| Megeraes viperous monſtreus hayres, Lovers, 

Behold,and be aſhamed wretches now, 

' Make this the meanes your ſenſes to recover, 
That are infnar'd in ſuch without more plaints. 

| But why tay I to publiſh out her ſhame ? 
This hatre my tongue ſo famous made ere while, 
L will go prooue to make againe as vile. 


Fills 40us ſecundi, 


| | "> - JF < ACT. 


_ The faithfull Shepheard. 


CHORVS. 


Great was hey fauls and erronr ſure, 
That did occaſion all amr teenc : 
Who Lones great lawes holy and pure, 
( Breaking her faith ) did violate, 
end thereby did illurvinate 
T he mortall rage of our immortall Ducene, 
That neither teares nor blood 
Of many harmle ſſe ſonles hane done us gaod, 
So faith to every vertue root 
The ornament of every ſoule well borne, 
Tn heaven hath (wrely {et hu foot, 
That worthily are faithleſſe held in ſcorne, 
So NatureTruth would ever happy make, 
Ev'n for the true «Almighty makers ſake, 
Blind mortalls, you that haue ſo deepe deſire 
T o get and to poſſeſſe 
ef gilacd carkaſſe of a painted tie, 
That like a naked ſhadow walks on ſtill, 
Seeking her ſepulchre by guefſe : 
#hat lone, or rather fond will, 
Hath witcht your heart dead beauty to pur/we? | 
Rich treaſures are lones follies found.T he true 
ed linely lone 1s of the ſoule: 
Al! other ſubje&Fs want what lowe requires, | 
Therfire they not deſerne theſe amorous deſires | 

| The 


T he Faithfull Shepheard, 
The ſoule becauſe it onely loues againe, 
1s onely worthie of this loving paine, 
| [ti aprettie thing to kiſſe 
| The delicate vermilian Roſe (#'iſſe 
| Of ſome faire cheek, they that hawe prov?d that 
(Right happy lovers ) ſo will ſay, Tet thoſe 
| Will ſay againe, kiſſes are dead and waine, 
| Where beauty kiſt reſtores it not againe, 
| The ſtrokes of two inamoxr'd lips are thoſe 
| Where mouth on month lowes ſweeteſt ven» 
geance ſhowes, | 
| Thoſe are true kiſſes Where with equall wills 
| We ever gine and take againe o8r fills, 
Kifſe but acnrions wonth,a dainty hand, 
| A breaſt, a brow,or what you can demand, 
| Tou will confeſſe no part in woman 15, | 
| Same for ſweet month that doth deſerne a kiſſe, 
By which two ſoules with lizely ſpirits meet, 
| Making live rubies kindly entergreet: 
| So*mongſt themſelnes thoſe ſlowly ſprighrfull 
| Do enter-ſpeak,and ina little ſowne (kiſſes 
| Great things bewray,&- ſweeteſt ſecret bliſſes, 
" | Toothers hidden,to them{elues well knowne., 
Such toy nay ſuch ſweet life doth loving prone, 
| Soule knit to ſonle by th earthly knot of 1oxe, 
| Kiſſes that kiſſes meet doe paint uamoav'd 
Th incounters of two hearts, loving bel:»wd. 
| D 5 ACTa. 


T he faithful Shepheard. 


ACT, 3. SCEN. 1. 
Airtitlo, 


Spring, the gentle childhood of the yeare, 
O Mother of flowers , frefh hearbes , and frefh 
_ deſires, 
"Thou turn'ſt againe, but with thee doe not turne 
'T he happie dayes of my delightfull joyes : 


'Thou turn't, thou turn'ſt , but with thee turn'ft | 


nought clſe, 

Saue of the lofle of my deare treaſures lorne 
"The miſerable wretched memorie. 

T hou art the ſame thou wert, ſo freſh;ſo faire, 
But I am not as I was wont to be, | 

So deare to other eyes. Oh bitter ſweets of loue, 
Much worſer 'tis to leeſe you once pofleſt, 
Than never to have you enjoy'd at all, 

Much like the griefe to change a happie ſtate. 
'The memory of any good that waſts, 
Conſumes it ſelfe as th'other is conſum'd. 

But if my hopes be not as is their ule, 

Of brinde glaſſe, or that my deepe defire 

Make not my hope much greater than the truth, 
 Heere ſhall I ſee the Sun-beames of mine eyes, 
Heeregif Ibee not mock:, I th-11 her ſce,. 

Stay her quicke feet at ſound of my lment. 
Heere ſhall my greedy eyes after long faſts 
Receiue ſweet food-from her divincht looke. 
Here will ſhs turne her ſoyeraugne lights on me, 
15. not gentle; yer cruel will they. bee, 


| 


th 
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T he faithfull Shepheard, 


If not the meanes to breed mine inward joy, 
So fierce, yet as I dye to mine annoy. 

O happie day, ſigh'd for long time in vaine, 

If after times ſo clouded with complaints, 

Loue thou doſt grant me ſight of her fayre eyes, 
I meane made bright as is the morning Sun, . 
Hither Ergaffo ſent me, where he ſaid 

Coriſca, and my beautious Lmarildis 

Would be together playing at bhnd man buffe: 


| Yet here ſee I none blind, ſaue wy blind will, 


That wandring ſeckes her ſight by other means, 
But finds it not. O poyſon to my food, 

This long delay blindeth my heart with feare, 
My cruell deftinie will never change. 

Each houre , each momen: that a Lover ſtayes,. 
ExpeRing his contentment, ſeemcs a world. 

But who doth know ? perhaps I Raid too long,, 
And here Cori/ta hath attended me, | 

Ay me ! If this be true,then welcome death. 


ACT. 3* SCHEN. - "PEE 


Amariflis. Mirtillo. Chorus of Nymphs-- 
Cot/ea. 


Ehold the Buffe ! 
Mir. Behold indeed ! ah fight, 
Ama. Why ſtay yee now ? 
Mir. Ah voyce that haſt at once- 
Both wounded me, and healed me againe,' 
Ama. Where be ye 2 whatdocye? LIifetta you, 
That ſo defar'd this ſpert,yhere are you now? - 


Wi ere: 


The faithfull Shepheard, 


Where is Cori/ca ? and where be the reſt? _ 
Mir, Now may't be truly ſaid that loue is blind, 
And hath a (carfe that bindeth up his eyes. 
Ama. Come liſt to mee: guide me cleare of theſe 
trees, 
There fet me in the plaine, you round about 
A circle make, and ſo begin the play. 
Mir. What ſhall I doe ? I fee not how this ſport 
Can doe me good, nor I Cori/ca ſee,that is 
"The load-ſtar of my hopes. Heavens ayd me. 
Am. Why are ye come? think ye nought els to doc 
But blind mine eyes ? where are ye ? let's begin ? 
| Cho. Nun. Blindloue,l doe not truf to thee, 
That makes defires full of obſcuritie. 
Thou ba$3 ſmall fight,and leſſer troath, 
F «happy they that truſt thine oath. 
Blind or not blind thou temptſt in vaine, 
For 1 can ſhift mee inthis plaine. 


Blindehou aoſt ſee through Argos eyes, $7 
Blind thou beſl-ſrzhted [afely tyes. | 
Now that 1 am at libertie, | S 
T7 were a-foole t0 truſt to thee. 
In jeſt nor earneſ! Ile not flay, | 
Becauſe thou kz1l'f when thou doft plays 04 
Ame. But ye play too far off, ye ſhould rouch me. | 
Air. O raighty gods,what doe I lee ! am I | ( 
In heaven or earth? y*hauve no ſuch harmonie. K 
Ch.Nim, Bat you that blind and faithleſe prous, hy 
That calleth me to play this houre, | | 
Behold 1 play, andwith my hand, 7 
Hit your backe,andby you ſtand. 
"4.play and round about you runne, ak 
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The faithfull Shepheard, 
Here am I now,and there againe, 
IF hil/t you take mee you ſtriue in vaine. 
The reaſon #, my heart t free, 
Therefore you cannot handle me, 
| 4a. Ithought I had Licoris caught, and 1 
aue got a tree. I heare you laugh full well, | 
Mir. Oh would I were that tree, Me thinkes I ice 
 Coriſca 
idden in yonder ſhrubs, ſhee nods to me. 
Tis ey'n thee, ſhee beckens itill to me. 
Cho. Nimm, Free hearts haue ever feet to flies 
Aud [0 (entifing power, haue I. 
Yet will you tempt mee tn totraine # 
In faith(ſweet )80: 'tis all in waine. 
The reaſon is, my heart is free, 
T herefore you cannot handle me. 
A4na. 1 would this tree were burn'd , now had I 
thought 
| Thad Eli/ata'ne, 
Mir. Yet doth C611/c4 poynt, 
Shee threatens me,ſh'would haue me put my ſelfe 
| Among theſ: Nimphs. 
Ama. Belike thus I all day 
- Muft play with trees. 
' Cor, 1 mult ſpite of my heart 
| Go out and ſpeak. Why {toiſt thou fearfull wretche 
| Vnull ſhe come into thy armes ? let her take thee: 
| Giue me thy dart (foolke) go and meet with her: 
| Or. How ill agrees my heart with my deftte ? 
| Thone dares (olittle, th*other ſeekes {ſo much. 
Ama. * Tis ume I turne againe unto the ſport, 
| T almoſt weary am, Fiegfie : you make 
| He ruanc too much, in faith y'arc too blame, 


Cho. Nm. 


The faithfall Shepheard, 
Cho. Nim. Now looke about triumphant powre, 
That the worlds tribute doft devoure. 
Now bear /# thou mocks ,and many a bat, 
And like an Owle th'art wondred at. 
About whom birds flocke thicke aud round, 
Whilſt them ſhee ſtriues in vaine to wound. 
$0 art thou love thu inſtant tide, 
Langht at and mockt on every fade. 
Some hit thy backe. and ſome thy ſace, 
Sparing thee neither time nor place. 
1t will not boot thee fpread thy wings, 
Nor that thy pinions whiflling flings, 
Catch gw thou wilt thou gets? not mee, 
The ieaſun is, my heart is free, . 
Amarillis rakes Mirtillo now, 
Him thou haſt caught ,it is uo wonder, 
For Loue holds all his ſenſes under. 
Exeunt Cho, Nim.. 


AET.j. SCE Me 3; 


Amarilliz. Mirtillo. Coriſca. 


| | he faith elaure, I hauecatcht you now, 
' Will you be gone ? nay ſoft, Ile hold you faſt, 

Cor. I ruſt me,had I not unawares to him 
Thruſt him on her, this labour had been loft, | 
Ama. VVhat, nota word ? are you thee , ornot | 

ſhee 2 
Cor. Here doe I take this dart, and in this groue 
I'turne me to obſerue what followeth, 

Ama. $0 now I know Carifca,areyou-not ? | 


\. 


Tis 
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The faithfull Shepheard. 
'Tis {o you are ſo great, and have no haire. 
I could haye wiſht no berter match than this. 
And fince youty*de me, doe untic me to0, 
Quickly my heart, and I will pay thee with 
The ſweeteſt kifſe thou ever hadſt. Why ſtay'it ? 
Mee thinkes your hands doe ſhake, Put to your 
teeth , 
Tf with your nayles you cannot doe the deed, 
How tcdious y'are? Letme alone, 
My ſelte will cid mee of this trouble ſoone : 
Bur ſee how many knots haue made me ſure, 
Ah that I may but make you play this part. 
90 now I ſee, Ay me,what doe I fee ? 
Let mee :lone (traytour) ay wretched me. 
Arr, Stand Rill my (oule, 
Ama. Let me alonel ſay. 
Dare ycu thus offer force to Nymphs? Aglaure, 
Eliſa, treachours,where are you become ? 
Let mce alone. 
Mir. Behold, T let you goe. 
Ama. This is Cori/caes craft; well;keepe you that, 
Which you have not deſerv'd. 
Mir. Why flie you hence ? - 
(Cruell) behold my death, behold this dart 
Shall pierce my wotull breaſt. 
Ama. What will yon doe ? 
Mirt. That which perhaps grieues you (moſt cry» 
el] Nymph) 
That any elle beſides your {elfe ſhould doe. 
Ama O meme thinks I am halfe dead. 
Mir. Bur if this workc belong alone to you, 
Behold my breaſt, here take this fatall dart. 
Ama. Death you haue merited, But tell me who 


Hath 


The faithfull Shepheard, 
Kath made you boldly thus preſume ? 
Mir. My loue. | BY 
Ama. Loue is no cauſe of any villaine a&,. 
Mirt. Loue truft mee *tyyas in mee. I made mee 
reſpectiue : 
And ſince you firſt laid hold on mee lefſe cauſe 
You haue to call my aQtion yillanje. 
Yea ev'n yvhen I by ſo commodious meanes 
Might be made bold to uſe the-lawes of loue, 
Yec did I quake a Lover to be found, 
Am. Caſt not my blind deeds in my teeth,T pray. 
Mir. My much more loue makes mee more blinde 
than you, 
Ama. Prayers and fine conceits , not ſnares and 
thefts, 
Diſcreeteſt Loyers uſe. 
Mir. As ſavage beaſt 
With hunger hunted,from the woods breaks forth, 
And doth affailethe ſtranger on his way : 
So I that onely by your beautious eyes 
Doe hue; fince that ſweet food me haue forbade, 
Either your crueltie,or elſe my fate, 
A ftaryed Lover ifluing from thoſe woods, 
Where I haue ſuffered long and wretched faſt, 
Hane for my health aflayd this ſtratageme, 
Which loues necefſitie upon me thruſt, 
Now blame not me(Nimph cruell) blame your ſelfe; 
For prayers and conceits, true loues diſcretion, 
As youthem call, you not attend from me, 
You haue bereau'd with {hunning me the meancs 
To leue diſcreetly.. | 
Ama. Diſcreetly.might you doe, 
To leave to folloy that which flics you 60, , 
| A. 


The faithfull Shepheard, 


In vaine you know you doe purſue me ſtill, 
What is't you ſecke of me ? 
Mir. Onely one time 
Daine but to heare me,ere I wretched die. 
Am. Tis well for you, the fayour that you aske, 
You have already had : now get you hence. 
Mir. Alt Nimphzthat which I haue already ſaid, 
Is but a drop of that huge ample ſea 
Of my complaints 3 if not for pitie ſake, 
Yet for your pleaſure now heare (cruell) but 
The latett accents of a.dying voice. 
Am. To caſe your mind,and me this cumber rid, 
I grant to heare you, but with this condition, 
Speake {ma]l;part foone,and never turne againe. 
Mir. 1a too too ſmall a bundle (cruell Nimpl:) 
You doe command me binde my huge deſires, 
VVhich meaſures but by thought, nought could con» 
t1ine : 
That TI you lcuegzand loue you more than life, 
If you denic to know, aske but theſe woods, 
And chey will tell,zand tell you with them will 
T heir beaſts,their trees,& tones of theſe great rocks, 
Which I (o oft haue tender madegto melt 
At ſound of my complaints. But what make I 
Such proofe of loue where ſuch rare beautie is? 
See but how many beautious things the skies cOtaine 
How many drefle the earth in braue attire : 
T hence thall you ſee the force of my delire, 
For as the waters fall, the fire doth riſe, 
T he ayre doth flic, the earth hes firmely ſtill, 
And all theſe ſame the skies doe compaſſe round; 
Ey'n lo to you as to their chiefelt good, 
My ſoule doth flie,and my poore thoughts doe run . 
Wat 


The faithful $ bepheard. 


With all affetion to your lovely beauties : 

He that from their deare obje& would not turne,. 
Might firſt turne from their uſuall courle the skies, 
The earth, the ayre,the water, and the fire, 

And quite remooue the earth from off his ſear. 
But why command you me to ſpeake but ſmall? 
Small ſhall I te}lzif I but tell you ſhall 

Thar I muſt die, and lefle ſhall dying doe, 

Tf T bur (ee what 15 my ruine too. 

Ay me, what ſhall I doe > which-may out-laft 
My miſerable loue ? When | am dead, 

Yer cruell ſoutc haue pitic on my paines ? 

Ah faire ! ah deare ! (ometime to ſweet a cauſe, 
Why I did live whilſt my good fates were pleas'd. 
Turne hitherward thoſe ſtarry lights of loue, 
Let me them ſee once meeke and full of pitie 

| Before I die. So may my death be ſ{weer : 

As they haue been good guides unto my life, 

So let them be unto my death, and that 

Sweet looke which firſt begat my louc,begert 

My death : let my loues Hefperus become 

The evening Starre of my decayed day. 

But you oblivn, never pitte feele, 

Whil't I more humble,you more haughtie are. 
And can you heare me,and not ſpeake a word ? 
Whom doe 1 ſpeake to (wretch) a marble ſtone? 
If you will ſay nought elſe,yet bid me die, 

And you ſhall ſee what force your words will haue. 
Ah wicked lone, this is a very extreame, 

A Nymph ſo cruel},{o defirous of my death, 
Becauſe 1 aske it as a fayour, ſcornes to giue it, 
Arming her cruell yoyce in filenceſo, 


Leſt it might favour mine exceeding woe, 
4186. 


T he faithfull Shepheard. 


Ama. If IT as well to anſwere, as to heare, 
You promis'd had,juſt cauſe you might haue found 
To haue condemn'd my filence for unjuſt, | 
You call me cruell, imagining perhaps, 
By that reproofe more eaſily to draw 
Mee to the contrary. No, know (Mirtillo 
I am no more delighted with the ſound 
Of that deſertleile, and diſliked praiſe 
You to my beautie giue, than diſcontent 
To heare you call me cruel}, and unjuſt, 
I grant this crueltie to any elle a faulc, 
But to a Lover vertue 'tis and honeſtie, 
Which in a weman you call crueltie. 
But be it as you would blame-w:.rthy fault, 
To bee unkind to one that loues. Tell me, 
| When was AmariMltis cruell unto you ? 
Perhaps when reaſon would not give me leaue 
To uſe this pitie: yet howl it us'd, | 
Your ſelfe can judge,when you from death I ſay'd; 
I meane, when you among a noble ſort of Maids, 
A luftfull Lover in a womans cloathes 
Banded your ſelfe , and durft contaminate 
Their pureſt ſports , mingling mong kiſſes inno- 
cents 
Kiſſes laſcivious and impure : vhich to remember 
I am atham'd. But beavens my witnefle are, 
I knew you not ; and after I you knew, 
I ſcorn'd your deed,and kept my ſoule untouchr 
From your laſciviouſneſſe, not ſuffering at all, 
The venome there to runne to my chaltg heart. 
You violated nothing, ſaue th'outfide 
Of theſe my lips. A mouth kiſt but by force, 


Spirs out the kiſle,and kills the ſhame withall, . 
ut 


The faithfull Shepheard, 


But tell me you, what fruit had you receiv'd 
Of your raſh theft, had I diſcovered you 
Vato thoſe Nymphes ? The Thracian Orpheus had 
not beene | 
So lamentably torne on Ebers bankes 
Of Bacchus dames,as you had been of them, 
Had = you help'd , her pittie whome you cruel| 
call. 
That pittie which was fitt for mee to giue, I ever 
aue : 
For —_ "tis in vaine you either aske or hope : 
Tf you me loue, then loue mine honefſtie, 
My ſaftie loue, and loue my life with all, 
Thon art too farie from that whichthou deſirſt, 
T he heavens forbid, the earth contraries it, 
Death 1s the puniſhment thereof, And aboue all, 
Mine honeſtie defies forbidden as : 
Then with a ſafer keeper of her honours flowre, 
A (oule well borne will eyer ſcorne to haue, 
Thea reſt in peace (Mirtifo) giue ore this ſuite, 
Get thee farre hence to liue,if thou beeſt wiſe. 
T'abandon life for peeviſh griefe or ſmart, 
Is not the ation of a yaliant heart. 
From that which pleaſeth vertue, 'tis Cabſtaine, 
If that which pleaſeth breeds offeace againe, 
Mirt. T o ſaue ones life is nor within his powe!', 
That hath his ſoule forſaken,and giv'n ore. 
Amar, One arm'd in vertue , conquereth all de- 
lire, | | 
Mirt. Vertue ſmall conqueſt gets where Loue tri- 
umphes. y 
Ama. Who cannet what hee would , will what 


hee can, 
Art. 


- 


The faithfull Shepheard, 


Mirt Oh loues neceffitie no lawes endures, 
Ama. Diſtance of place may heale your wound 
againe. 
Mirt. In vaine one flies frem that his heart doth 
harbour, | 
Ama. A new deſire an old will quite diſplace. 
Mir. Had I another heart,another ſoule. 
Ams. Time will atlaſt clearly this loue conſume. 
Mir. l,after loue hath quite conſum'd my life; 
Ama. VVhy then your wounds will not bee cur'd 
at all ? 
Mir. Never till death. | 
Ama. Till death ? well,heare me now, 
And looke my words be lawes unto your deeds, 
Howbee*c I know to die is the more uſuall voice 
Of an inamour*d tonguc, than a defire, 
Or firme conceit his (oulc hath entertain'd : 
Yet if by chance ſuch ſtrange folly hath | 
Poſleſt thy mind,know then thy death will be 
Death to mine honourzas unto thy life, 
Now if thou lov'ſt me, liuezand let it bee 
A token of thy wit, henceforth thou ſhunne 
To (ce mczor to ſeeke my companie. 
Mir. © cruel] ſentence ! can I without life 
Liue thinke you then ? or can I without death 
Find end unto my torment and my griefe ? 
Ama, Well,now 'tis time you go (Mirti//o)hence. 
You'l ſtay too long. Goe comfort your ſclfe, 
T hat infinite the trotipe of wretched Lovers is, 
All wounds do bring with them their ſeverall paine, 
Nor can you onely of this lout complaine. 
Mir. Among theſe wretches I am not alone : 
but yet | 
A mi- 


The faithful Shepheard. 


A miſerable ſpeRacle am onely 1, 
Of dead and living, nor can live nor die. 
Ama. Well,goe your wayes. 
Air. Ah fad departure, 
End of my life,goe I from you,and doe not die? 
And yetI feele the very pangs of death, 
T hat doe giue life unto mine extaſie, 
T's make my heart immortally to die. 


Exit Mirti/!s. 
ACT. 3. SCEMN4» 


Amarifhi. 


Of: Mirtiflo ! oh my deareſt ſoule, 

CI thou but ſee into her heart , whom 
thou 

CalPft cruell Amarilis, then would thou (ay, 

T hou hadſt chat pitie which thy heart deſires. 

Oh mindes too much infortunate in loue | 

What boots it thee my heart to be belov'd ? 

"What boots it me to have ſo deare a Lone ? 

VVhy ſhould the cruell fates ſo diſunite 

VVhom Loue conzoynes ? And why ſhould tray- 
rerons Loue 

Conjoyne them whom che Deftinies doe part ? 

Oh happie ſavage beaſts, whom nature giues 

No lawes in loue, ſaue yery loue it ſelfe. 

Inhumane humane law, that puniſheſt 

This loue with death, if *t bee ſo ſweet to fin, 

And not to ſinne ſo neceſſary bee, 

Imperfe& Nature that repugneth Law, 
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T he faithfull Shepheard, 

Or Law too hard that Nature doth offend, 

But rufh, ſhee.lones roo little that feares death, 

vVould Gods death vyvere the vyorſt that's due to 
line. | 

Peare chaſtitie, th'inviolable power 

Of (oules well borne, that haſt my amorous will 

Retein'd in chaines of holy rigour ſill : 

To thee I conſecrate my Sow 4 lacrifice, 

And thou my ſoule (Mirti/lo) pardon me, 

Thar cruell am,where I ſhould pitious bee, 

Pardon her that in lookes and onely words 

Doth ſeeme thy foe, but in my heartthy friend, 

If thou wouldit bee reyeng'd, what greater paine 

Would'ſt thou infli, than this my cruell griefe? 

Thou art.my heart, and ſhalr be ſpite of heaven, 

And earth , when thou doſt plaine, and figh, and 
weepe 0 

Thy teares. become my bloud , thy fighes my 
breath : 

And all thy paines they are not onely thine, 

For I chem fcele, and they are turned mine. 


ACT.3. SCEN, $5. 
Coriſca. Amarillis, 


_J [de you no more, my Amarillis now. 
Ama. Wretch, I diſcovered am. 
Cor. I all haue heard, 
Bee not afraid, did I not ſay,T loy'd you? - 
And yet you are afraid, and hides your ſelfe 
From her that loues you ſo, Why doe youbluth.? 
This 


The fatthfull Shepheard, 
This bluſhing is a common faulr. 
Ama. Coriſca, I am conquer'd I confeſfle. 
Cor. That which you cannot hide, you will con- 
feſle. 
Ama, And now I ſee too weake a thing doth 
prooue 
A womans heart t'incounter mightie Loue. 
Cor. Cruel! unto HMirtilly, but morecruell to your 
ſelfe. 
Ama. 1tis not crtieltie that ſprings of pitie. 
Cor. Cicute and Aconite doe growe from whole- 
ſome rootes. 
I ſee no difference twixt this cruelie 
That doth offend, and pitie helping not. 
Ama. Ah mee Cort/ca! 
Cor. Theſe fighes, good lifter, 
Are but weakneſfle of your heart, Thare fic 
For women of (mall worth. 
Ama. 1 could not bee 
T hus cruell,but I ſhould louezcherith hopelefely. 
Therefore to ſhun him ſhewes I haue compaſſion 
Of his ill and mine. 
Cor. Why nopcleſly ? 
Ama. Doe you not know I am eſpous'd to Sitvio? 
And that the Lay each woman doomes to death, 
__ "That violates her faith ? 
Cor. Oh ſimple foole, 
Is this the let 2 Which is more ancient among us, 
Dianaes law or Loues ? this in our breaſts 
Is bred and growes with us, Nature her ſelfe 
With her owne hands imprints in our hearts breaſts: 
And where this layy commaunds , both heay'n and 


earth obey, 
Ani 


T he faithfull Shepheard, 
Ar38, But if the other Law doe take my life, 
How can Loues lawe reſt re it me againe ? 
Cor. You are tooinice,were every woman ſo, 
Had all ſuch ſtraight refpe&s, Good times farewell. 
Small practiſers are ſubje to this paine. 
The law doth neyer ſtretch unto the wile, 
Beleene mee ſhould blame-worthy ail be {laine, 
The Countrey then would ſoone proonue woman - 
lefſe, 
It needfull was theft ſhoul.i forbidden be, 
Tothem that cloſely could nor cover theft. 
This honeſtie is but an »:t to ſceme ſo, 
Let others as they liſt belecue, Ile chinke ſo {tiſl. 
Ama, Theſe are but yamities/ Corifea) rwere beſt 
uickly to leaue that which we cannot hold, 
Gor. And who forbids thee foole ? "I'his life's too 
ſhort, 
To paſle it over with one onely loue : 
Men are too fparing of their farours now, 
(Wherher't be for want,or elſe for frowardne'le} 
The freſher that we are, the dearer ft] : 
Beautie and youth once gone,w'are hike Beesl:jucs, 
That hath no honey,no nor yet no waxe, 
Let men prate on,they doe not tecle our woes, 
For their condition differs much from ours, 
The elder that they grow, they grow the perfeQer : 
If they looſe beautie,yet they wiſedome gaine : 
But when our beautic fades that ofcentnaes 
Conquers their greateſt witts, ſtraight fadeth all ov: 
good, 
There cannot bee a vilder thing to ſee 
Than an old woman. Therforc erethou age atra::2, 
Know me thy ſclfe,and ule it 3s thou theuldt;.,”: 
| - YVna: 
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The faithfull Shepheard. 
V Vhat were a Lyon worth did hce aot uſe his 
ſtrength 2 
What's a mans wit worth that lies idly by ? 
F.v*n ſo our beautie proper ſtrength to us, 
As force to Lyons, wiſedome unto men, 
Ve ought to uſe whilſt it we haue, Time flies 
 Away,and yeares come on, Our youth once loſt, 
We like cut flowres never grow freth againe. 
And to our hoaric haires loue well may runne, 
- But Lovers will our wrinkled skinnes ſtill ſhunne. 

Ama. Thou ſpeakeft this (Coriſca) me to tric, 
Torws thou think*ſt,I am ſure. But be aflnr'd 
Except thou ſhew'ſt ſome meanes how I may ſhun 
i is marriage bonds, my thought's irrevocable, 
&Andl reſolved amrarher to die, 

Than any way to ſpot my chaſte, 
Cor. I haue no: (eene (o obſtinate a foole : 
But ſince you are reſoly'd, I am agreed. 
But tell me, doe you thinke your Sdwvio is 
As true a friend to faith, as you to chaſtitie ? 
Ama. Thou mak'ſt mee ſmile. Silvio a friend to 
faith? 
How can that be ? hee's encmie to Joue, 

Cor. Silvio an enemy to loue ? O foole, 
Theſe that arenice, put thou no truſt ia them : 
Loues theft is never fo ſecurely done, 

As hidden under vaile of honcſtie. 
Thy Silvioloucs (good lifter) but not tbee. 

Ama. What goddeſlc is ſhee ? for ſhe cannot be 
A mortall wight, that I|ghted hath his loue. 

Cor. Nor goddefſe,nor a Nymph. 

Ama. What doe you tell ? 

Cor. Know you Li/erra ? 
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The faithfull Shepheard. 


Ama. Shee that your cattell keeps ? 
Cor. Ev'n ſhee. 
Ama. Can it bee true? 
Cor. T hat ſame's his heart. 
Ama. Sure hee*s provided of a daintic Loue. 
Cor. Each day he faines that he on huating goes, 
Ama. 1 every morning heare his curfed horne. 
Cor. About noone-time when others buſic are, 
He his companions ſhuns, and comes alone 
By a backe way unto my parden, here 
Where a ſhadsw hedge doth cloſe it in, 
T here doth thee hcare his burning fighs,his yowes, 
Andthen ſhee cells me all,and laughs ag him. 
Now heare what I thinke good to doe: Nay I 
Haue done*r for you already, You know the laiy 
T hat tyes us to our faith, doth giue us leaucy 
Finding our Spouſes in the att of perfidic, 
Spite of our friends the m:rcizge to denicy 
And to provide us of another if we liſt, 
Ams. That know I well, [ hauc examples two, 
Leucipp ro Lizurine, Armillato Turmgo, 
Their faith once broke , they tooke their owne a« 
ga1ne, S 
Cor. Now heare: Liſetts by my appoyntinen* 
hath | 
Promiſt co meet th'unwary Lover here 
In this ſame caue, and now hee 1s the beſt 
Contented youth that liues,attending but the hovre, 
There would I haue you take him. Ue be there 
To beare you witneſle of *r, for elſe we worke 
In vaine , fo are you free from this fame noyſo:ne 
tnots 
Both with your honor,and your fathers too. 
E 3 Amg.Ge 


The faithfall Shepheard. 


Ama. Oh braue invention : good Coriſca, what's 
to doe ? | 
Co. Obſerue my words. In mid of this ſame-cauc, 
Vpon the right hand is a hollow ſtone, 
] know notit by Art or Nature made, 
A lutle caue all linde with Ivie leaucs, 
To which a little hole aloft giues light, 
A fit and thankfull receptacle tor Joues theſt, 
Prevent their comming,and attend them there : 
[le haſte Li/erra forward,*and as ſoone 
\s I percciue your $ttvio enter, ſo will I : 
Step you to her, and-as tic cultome is, 
Weele carry both unto the Prieft, and there diſſolue 
his marriage knot. . 
Ana, What, to his father ? 
Cor. What matter's that ? T hinke you Montanus 
dare 
His privateto a publike good compare ? 
Ama. Then cloſing up mine eyes,I let my ſelfe 
Be led by thee my deare, my faithfull guide. 
Cor. But doe not {tay novw, enter me betime. 
Ama. Ile to the Temple tirit,and to the gods 
os RAE make, without whoſe ayd no happy end 
-antver ſort to mortall enterpriſe. 
Cor. All places (-4mari/lis )temples are, 
To hearts devout. You'l ſlack your time roo much, 
_ Ama. Time'snever loſt in praying unto them, 
'T hat doe command the time, 
Cor. Goe then, diſpatch. 
Now, if I crre not, am I at good paſſe, 
Onely this ſtaying troubles me, yet may it hclpe, 
| muſt goe make new ſnares to traine in Cordon, 
'- Ye make him hinke that 1 will mcet kim there, 
| 24 
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The faithful Shepheard. 


And after .4mari/lis ſend him ſoone :$ 

Then. by a ſecret way Ile bring Dianaes Prieſts, 

Her ſhall they findegand guiltic doome to death, 

My riyall gone , Mirtillo ſure is mine. 

See where he comes, Whillt Amarilli ayes 

Ie ſomewhat trie him. Loue nov once inſpire + 
My tongue with words,my face with heayenly fire. 


ACT.3-SCan.. 


Airtillo. Coriſtas 


Eere weeping {prights of hell new torments. 
neare, 

New ſorts of paine,a crucll mind beho!d, 
Included in a looke moſt mercifull, 
My loue more kerce than the infernall pit, 
Becauſe my death cannot ſuffice to glut 
Her greedic will, and that my life is but 
A multitude of deaths commands me luue, 
That to them all my life might living giue. . 

Cor, Ile raake as though I heard him not: I heare * 
A lamentable voyce plaine heereabaus, 
I wonder who it is: Oh my Aſirti/lo. 

Afir. So would 1 were a naked ſhade or duſt, 

Co. How fecle you now your ſelfe after your long 
Diſcourſe with your ſo dearely loved Nimph ? 

Mirt. Like a weake ſicke man that hath long de- 

fd | 
Forbidden drinkezat laſt gets it unto his month, 
And drinkes his death , cading at once both life and: 
thirlt, | |; 
E 3 | 99 


The faithfull Shepheard, 


So 1 long ficke, burnt and conſumed in 

This amorous drought , from two faire fountaines 
that | 

Tce doe diftill from out a rockic braine 

Of an mdurate hearr 

Haue drunke the poyſon that my bfe will kill, 

Sooner than halts of ny defire fuiki]l, 

Coy. So muck more mightie waxech Loue as from 
Our hearts the force is hc recciues (deare Hirtillo) 
For as the Beare is wont with licking to giue ſhape 
To her miſhapen brood , that clſe were helplefle 

borncs 
Even (o a Lover to his bare deſire, 
That in tire birth was ſhapeleſſe,weake and fraile, 
Giving but forme and ſtrength begetteth loue: 
Which whild'tis young and tender,then 'tis ſweet, 
But waxing to more yeares,more cruell growes, 
That in the-end (Mirti#o) an inveterate affeR, 
Is ever full of artguiſh and defect. 
| For whilſt the mind on one thought onely beats, 
Tre waxeth thicke by being too much fixt: 
So loue that ſhould bee pleaſure and delight, 
Is turn'd to melancholy, and what worſcr is, 
Ir prooues at laſt,or dcath,or madnefle at the leaft: 
VVherefore wiſe is that heart that often changerh 
toue. 
Mir. EreI change will, or thought , chang'd mult 
my life 
Bee into death,for though che beautious Awart/is 
Be moſt cruell, yer is ſhee all my life: 
Nor can this bodics bulke at vnce contiine 
More thawone heartymore chan-one ſoule retaine. 

Cor. (1) wretched ſhephcard, 11} thou knowſt to uſe 

I Loue 


T he faithfull Shepheard, 
Love in his kind,loue one that hates thee, one 
That flies from thee, fie man, I had rather die, 
Mir. As gold in fire,fo faith in griefe's refiad:; 
Nor can {Coriſca) amorous conſtancie 
Shew his great powerbut through crueltie. 
This onely reſts amongſt my many griefes 
My ſole content,doth my heart burne or die, 
Or languiſh ne're ſo much, light are the paines, 
Plaints, rorments, ſighs, exilc,and death it (clic, 
For luch acauſe,for ſuch a ſweet reſpeR. 
That |. fe before my faith ſhall broken be, 
So worſe than dearh I hold inconſtancie. 
Cor. O braue exploit, Lover magnanimous, 
Like an enraged beaſt, or ſenſelefle rocke, 
There cannot be a greater damned plague, 
More mortall poyſon to a ſoule in loue, 
Than is this faich. Vahappie is that heart, 
That lets it (c}fe be guil'd with vaine fantaſmes 
Of this erronious and unſeaſonable 
Difturber of theſe amorous delights, 
Tell mee poore man with this thy fooliſh vertue of 
conftancie, | | | 
What loy'Rt thon in her that doth thee deſpiſe ? 
Lov'&tirou the be2ntic that is none of thine ? 
The joy thou haſt not ? the = thou wantſt? 
The reward thou doeit not hope for ? if thou deemſt 
right, | 
Thou Tov'ft thine ill, thy griefe, thy yery death, 
Thi'artmad to hnne thus that thou canſt not haue, 
Litt up thy ſelfe (Mirti#o) happily thou wantf 
Some choyce of friends , thou fnd(ſt none to thy. 
mind, 
Air. More deareto me is paine for £marifi, 
E 4 Than 


The faithfull Shepheard. 
Than any joy a thouſandelſe can give : 
If me my Fates forbid her to enjoy, . 
For me then die all other kinds of. joy. 
I fortunate in any other kinde of loue 2 
No though I yould I could not : 
Nor though I could I would not. 
And if I thought in any time hencefoorth 
My will would;wiſh, or power obtaine the ſame, 
I woyld defire of heav'n and Love at once 
Both will and power might quite be ta'ne away. 
Cor. VVilt thou then dic for her that thee dif- 
daines ? 7 
Mirt. VVho pitic not expeRs, doeth feare no 
paines, 
Cor. Doe not deceiue thy ſelfe , perhapps thou 
; think 
Shee doth diſemble in this deepe defpight, 
And that ſhee loues thee well for all this ſhow, 
Oh that thou knewſt what unto me thee ever ſayes, 
Aſir. Ali theſe are trophecs of my tiueſt faith, 
With which I will triumph over her crucll will, 
Over my paines, and my diſtrefled chance, 
Over worlds fortune, and over death it (elfe.. ,, 
Cor VVhat would hee doe , did hee but know 
her loue ? . 
How I bewaile thee,vvretched phrenſie man : 
Telline,didſt thou ere any loue belides > _ 
Air. She was my firſt,and ſhee my laſt ſha]l be. 
Cor, Fer ought that can ſec you never tryde 
Loue but in crucll moods, but in diſdaine. 
On if you had but proy'd him one time kind, 
Proove him but (0, and you ſhall (ce hovy ſweet 2 
_ thing — 
It is 


The faithfull Sbephenrd, 


Ic 1s t'enjoy a gratefull Nymph; ſheele you adore, 
Sheele make your Amtari/lis bitter to your taſte, 
How deare a thing it is wholly to have 
What you deſire, and bee nought barr'd thereof, 
Heare your Nymph figh to coole your ſcalding ſighs: 
And after fay, My deare, all that you ſee is yourss 
It I bee faire, I am onely faire for you: 
On-!y for you I cheriilrtheſe my cheekes, 
My locks,my breaſt,my deare hearts only lodge; 
But this (alafſe)'is bur a brooke to that 
Great ſea of ſweets, which we in loue might taſte; 
Whichnone can utter fane by proofe. 
Mitt. Thoutand times bleſt that under ſuch a ſtar 
is borne. 
Cor. Heare mee (OMirtilfo) how like I was Chaue: 
ſayd | , | 
(My heart) a Nymph as gentle as:the winde 
Dath blow upon,with haire of gliſtring gold, | 
As worthy of your loue, as you of hers, 
Praiſe of theſe woods, lone of a thouſand heartsz: 
By worthy Yonths in yaine ſolicited, _ 
You onely lones mare than her heart,her life, 
If you be wiſe doe not deſpiſe her then. 
Sh1celike a ſhadow to thy ſelfe will bee,. 
A faithfnll follower of thy footſteps ever 
One at thy word, obedient at thy becke, 
| All houres-of day-and night at thy comma 1d, 
Doc not forſake this rare adventure then, | 
No pleaſixein thisearth fo ſweetas this ; 
It yvill not coft a teare, no not afigh. 
A joy accommodated to thy will, | 
A (weetnelle tempred ſweetly to thy tafte,. 


{s't not a txeafure worth the having, (man?) 
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T he faithful Shepheard, 


Leme thenthe feet of flying hopclefle trace, 
And her that followes thee, ſcorne not t'mbrace. 
I feed you not with hopes of vanitie, | 
If youdeſire to ſee her,you ſhall ſee her ſtraight. 
—— heart's no ſubjeR for theſe Loues de- 
tights. 
Cor. So ic but once,and then returne againe 
Vato thy ſolitary griefe, ſo may thou ſee 
Vhat are thoſe joyes that in loues pleaſures be. 
Mirt. A taſte corcupted, pleaſant things abhorres. 
Gor. Be not you cruel] yet ro rob her life, 
* That on your eyes depends, you knovy vvhat tis 
_ To beg withpovertie ; it yca defire 
= Pitic your ſelte , doc it not her denie. 
Mir. What pitie can he giue that none can get ? 
In ſumme, I am reſoly'd whilit here liuc, 
To keepe my faith to her how ere ſhe prooue, 
Cruell or picifull; or how ſhe will, 
Cor Ohcruly blind,uahappy ſcnſejefſe man, 
To whom preſerv'ſt thou faith ? truſt mee,T am loath 
T* augment thy griefc, but for the loue I beare thee 
I cannot chooſe.. Thinkſt Amarilli is unkind 
For zealc ſhee to Religion beares ? 
Or unto chaſtitie ? Thou art a foole, 
"The roome is occupied, 2nd thou muſt weepe 
Whilſt others laugh. What ? now th'art dumbe, 
Mir. OW Rands my life in midſt rwixt life and: 
death, -* ; 
Whilſt 1 indoubtdoe ſtand, if to bcleene,, 
Or not beleeue,tkis mak:s me (o-amaz'd. 
Cor. You'le no: belecuc me then ?- 
Mir. Of Tdoe, | 
©rx..3.ht {all you ſee wy miſcrable end, 
Gor. Live 
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The faithfull Shepheara. 
Cor. Live wretched man;liue and revenged be, 
Mir, Oh no it 1s not true, it cannot be. 
Cor. Well theres no remedie,I muſt rehearſe 
That which will vexe thy heart. Seeft thou that caue?- 
That is the true cuſtodian of her fauth, 
And her Religion. There thee to ſcorne ſhe laughs, 
There with thy torments doth the ſauce the joyes 
Of thy thrice happy rivall. There to be plaine 
Thy faithfull 4marilti: oft is wont | 
Te dally in the armes of a baſe ſhepheard ſlaue, 
Goe figh,preſerue thy faith,there's thy reward. 
m Doft thou tell true , Coriſce? may I belecue 
tnce ? 
__ i more thou ſeck'ſt, the worſe thou findeR 
Ii. 
Air. But haſt thou ſeene this thing,Coriſca? 
| Cor. I have not ſeen'c, yet moeihen if thou wiltz. 
For eyen this day is order ta*ne,this boure, 
That they may meet. Hide thee but ſomewhere here, 
And thou ſhalt ſes her firſt goe in, then he. 
Mir, Then comes my death, t 
Cor. .See where thee comes, 
_—— by the Temples way. Seeſt thou 
r ? | 


Doe not her ſtealing feet bewray her ſtealing heart ? 
Attend thou heere, and thou ſhalt ſee th'effect. 

Air. Since I am here, the truth I now will (ec, 
Till then, my life and death ſuſpended be. 


ACT, 


The faithfall Shephtard, 


ACT, 3-SCEN, Y 


Amanlis. 


| Boo never mortall enterpriſe be tane in hand 

Without this heavenly counſell; halfe confus'd | 

And doubtfull was my heart, when I wenr hence 

Vato the Temple, whence thanks be to heaven, 

I doe well comforted,and well diſpos'd returne, 

Ire thought to my pure prayers and devout, 

I felt a ſpright celeſtiall moove within me 

Heartning my thoughts,that as it were did ſay, 

What fear'ſt thon Amari/li 2 be afſſur'd. 

So will Fgoe aflur'd, heavens be my guide, 

Favour, faire Mother of Love, het pure defighesz. 

"That on thy ſuccour onely doih depend. 

Queene of the triple skiez if ere thou proy'dit 

Thy ſonnes hot firegtake pitie then of mine. 

Guide hither courtcous Goddeſſe,that ſame ſwains 

With (wift and ſubtill feet, thet hath my#faith. 

And thou deare Cage, into-thy'boſome take 

Mee, Loues handmayd, and giue me leaue thereto | 

Accowpliſh my deſires. Why doe I ſtay ? 

Here's none doth ſee or heare, Enter ſecure, 

Oh 5s 4g ; could'ſt rhou but dreameto finde me 
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ACTg 


The faithfull Shepheard. 


Mirtillo. 


/ Hat am I blind ? or doe I too much (ee ? 
Ah hid I but been borne withour theſe eycs,. 
Or rather not at all had I bcen borne, 
Did ſpitefull fates reſcrue mee thus alive, 
| Toletme fee ſo bad,ſo ſad a fight ? | 
Mirtill thy torments-paſle the paines of hel. 
No : doubt no more : ſuſpend not thy beliefe, 
Thine eyeszthine eares,have ſcene,have heard it true, 
Thy loue another ownes,not by the law 
Of earth, that binds her unto any one, 
But by loues law, that ryes her ſole to thee, 
O cruell Amrifls, wail not enough 
To kill me wretch, but thou mult fcorne me too * 
That faithles mouth that ſometime grac't my joyess 
Did yomit out my hatefuil name , becauſe 
She would not have it itt her heart to bee 
A poore partaker of. her pleaſure ſweet, | 
Why ſtay'ſt thonnow Iithe that did ojye'tme life 
Hath ta*n't away abdigiw?ncanother man : - 
Yer wretch thouwhu'ftgthou'dolt not dies”: O die 
Mirtilly, die to.thy tormenting” griefe, * * 
As to thy joy theuartalreadydead.”'' » i >: 
Die dead Mirtillo; tinifh't is thy life, = wh, 
Finiſh thy torment too : fleet wretched ſoule -' 
Through this ſoure conftrain*d/and wiyward death'? 
Tis for thy greater ill that thus'thou lint, 
But what ?- And mult T die without revenge ? 
Firſt wall LI make him digthat giuesmedeath 
HE a Defie 


The faithfull Shepheard. 


Defire to le ſo long I will retaine, 

Till juſtly 1 have that uſurper laine. 

Yceld griefe unto revenge : pitie tO rage, 

Death unto life , till with my life I haue 

Reveng'd the death, another guiltlefle gaue. 

This Steele ſhall not driake mine unyenged blood, 

My hand ſhall rage ere it ſhall pitious be. 

What ere thou art that joyeſt my comforts all, 

Ile make thee feele thy ruine in my fall. 

He place mee heere ev'n in this very groue, 

And as I ſee him but approach the cauc, 

This Dart ſhall ſudden wound him in his fide. 

It ſhall be coward like to ſtrike him thus, 

Ie challenge him to ſingle combat, I : 

Nor ſo ; for to this place ſo knowne and uſde, . 

Shepheards may come to hinder us, and worlſe, 

May ſearch the cauſe that mooy'd me to this fight, 

Which to denic were wickedneſſe,to faigne, 

Wil make me faithlefle held , and to diſcovers 

Will blot her name with endlefſe infamy : 

In whom albeit 1 like not what I ſee, 

Yet what I lov'd, I doe, and ever ſhall... _ 

” But whatzhope I to ſeeth'adulcerer dies':. : 

That robb'd her of ber. honourgme my life ? 

But if 1 kill him,ſhall not then his blood; : 

Bee to the world a token of this deed ?* _ 

Why feare Ideath? fincelI deſire to dye. 

But then this murder ence made 'plaine., makes 

anne | |,. . en} : O03 53 T PY . 

The cauſe whereby, ſhee ſhall incurre that infamic-; 

' He enter then this cave, and ſo affayle him, 

I fo, that pleaſeth mee: Ile ſReale in ſoftly, 

So that ſhee ſhall not heare me, TJ belecuc, ZN 
1at 
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The faithfall Shepheard. 


Fhac in the ſecrerſt and the cloſeſt part, 

| gather by ber words, Ithall her finde, 

Thcrefore I will not entcr in too torres 

A hollow hole there is made in a rocke, 

The lefr fide cover'd all with yvie leaues : 

Beneath tWother aſcent there will I {tand, 

And time attend teffet whar I deſire : 

Ile beare my dead foe to my living foe. 

Thus of them both I ſhall be well reveng'd: 

Then vvith this ſelfe ſame Dart lle pierce this 
breaſt, 

$0 ſhall there be three pierſt without relicte, 

Firft two with ftecle, the third with deadly priefe. 

Fierce ſhee ſhall (ee the miſcrable end 

Of her belov'd, and her betrayed friend. 

This Caue that ſhould be harbour of her joyecs, 

Of both her ioucs, and that which more I craue, 

Of her great ſhame,may prooue the happy graue, 

And you the ſteps that I in vaine haue fo:lowed, 

Could you mee ftpeed of ſuch a faithfull way ? 

Could youdire& meeto fo deare a Bowre ? 

Behold, 1 follow you O Coriſca, Coriſca, 

Now haſt thou told too truc,now ] belceue thee, 


ACT: 


The faithful $ hepheard. 


ACT. 3-'SCEN. 9, 


Satyre, 


Octh this man then beleeue Cori/7g following 
11er ſteps | 
+ Into the Caue Ly Ertcina ? Well, hee's mad, 
He knowes her not ; belceue me he had necd 
Haue better hold of her ingaged faith, 
Than I had of herhaire: Burt knottes more trans 
ed, | 
Thongs oifts on her he cannot rye.. 
This damn<cd Whoore hath ſold her ſelfe to him, 
And here ſheele pay the ſhamefull markets price, 
Shee is within, her ſteps bewray the ſame, 
T his falles out for her puniſhment,.and thy revenge : 
With this great overſtunding Rtone cloſe thou the 
Cauc, 
Goe then about, and fetch the Prieſt with thee : 
By the hill way which few or none do knoyy, 
Let her be executed as the law commands, 
For breach of marriage troth, which the to Coridon 
Hath plighted, though ſhe ever it conceaPd 
For feare of me, fo thall I be reveng'd 
Of both at once. Fle leeſeno farther time : 
From off this Elme I'le cut a bough, with which 
I may more ſpeedily remoue this ſtone: Oh how greaz 
i is ! 
How faſt it ſtickes. T'le digge it round about. 
This is a worke indeed: Where are my wonted for- 
ces? 
Oh perverſe ſtares ! in ſpight of you Ve mooy'c. 


Oh Pan Licews,help me now,thou wert a lover once, 
| Reycnge 
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T he faithfull Shepheard. 


Revenge thy loue diſdaind, upon Cori/ca. 

So, in the name of thy great power 1t mooues, 

So, in the power of thy great name it falles. 

Now is the wicked Foxe ta'ne inthe trappe. 

Oh that a{l wicked Women were with thee within, 
That with one fire they might be all deſtxoyd, 


CHORVSs, 


Ow puiſant art thow Loge, 

Natures miracle,and the worlds wonder? 
what ſavadge nation,or what ruſticke heart 
Is it that of thy power feeles no part ? 

But what Wit*s ſo profound can pull aſunder 
That powers ſtrength? _ 
Who feels thoſe flames thy fire lights at leng#h, 
Immoderate and vaine, 
Will ſay a mor tall fpright thou ſole doſt. raigne 
end line,un the corporal and fleſbly breſt, 
But who feeles after bow a lover 3s 3% 
Wak' ned to Fertue, and how all thoſe flames 
Do tremble ont at fight of honeſt ſhames, 
(Fnbridled bluſtring luſts broght dows to reſt) 
Will call thee ſpright of bigh immortallhlifſe, 
Having thy holy receptacle'in the ſonle. 
Rare miracle of humane and drvine afpet$s, 
{7 hat blind)doft ſee,cy wiſdom(mad )corretts 
Of ſenſe and underſtanding intellets, 
| by : = OC f 


The faithful Shepheard. 


Of reaſon and deſire confus'd affefts, 
Such Emperie haſt thou on earth, 
And ſo the heavens abouedoſt thou controule, 
Yet (by your leane) a wond:v much more rare, 
And more fiupedions hath the world than you : 
For how you make all wonders yeeld and bow, 
Ir eaſily \nowne, Your powers doe berthe, 
And being taken fro vertue of a woman faire. 
O woman gift of the high heavenly skte, 
Or rather his who did their ſpangled gowne 
So porgious make unto 6ur mortall eye: 
What hath it which a womans beantie puſh not 
downe, 
In his vaſt brow a monſtrows Cyclop like, 
It enely one eje hath, 
Which to beholding gazers gies nolight, 
But rather doth with terrour blindnes ſtrike: 
Tf it doe figh or ſpeake,tus like the wrath 
Of au enraged Lion,thas world fight : 
And not the skies alone,bnt even poore fields, 
Are blaſted wih the flames hn lightning wields 
VF hilft thou with lampes moſt ſweet, 
eAnd with an amoroms angelike light 
Of two Sunnes viſible that never meet, | 
Doft alwairs the tempeftiuors troubled fpright 
Of thy beholder quiet and delight-: 
Sound motion,light that beauty doth a four, 
; fate, 
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The faithful Shepheard, 


State,daixtineſſe, and value ave arioht 
«Axe ſuch a harmonse uy that faire fight, 


| That skzes themſelues with vanitie preſume, 


If leſſe than paradiſe thoſe shies doe ſhine 


| To Paragoa with thee(thing moſt divine) 


Good rea(s bath that foweraron creature(nam'd 

A A1an)to whom all mortall things doe bow, 

If thee beholding, higher cauſe allow 

end yeeld to bee, 

What theugh be rule and trinmph truly faw'd, 

It ts not for high powers more worth doe ſee 

In him than 1s is thee, 

Either of ſcepter or of vitlorie, 

But to make thee farre more glorinm ſtand, 

Becauſe the Conquerour thou doſt command: 

And [o't mnt be, for mans humanitie 

Is ſubjell ftill to beauties acitie. 
Who will net treft this,but contrary ſauth, 
Let bim behold Mirti-lo's wondrows faith : 
Tet Woman to thy worth thy #s a ffaine, 
Lene t made loxe ſo hopeleſly aud vaine, 


An end of the third Aft, 


ACT. 


The feithfull Shepheard.” 


ACT. 4+ SCEN. 1. 
C0riſca, 


O fixed was my heart and whole intent 
JI In bringing of this Decre unto the boy, 
' ThatI forgotten had my deareſt hayre 
That bruitiſh villaine robq mee of : Oh how I 
eriey'd, 
With ſuch a price to purchaſe mine eſcape : 
But r'was of force to get out of the hands 
Of that ſame ſenſclefle beaſt, who though he haue 
Lefle heart than any corny hath, yet might he doe 
Me many inqurics and many ſcornes. 
I alwaies him deſpiſd: whilſt he had bloud 
In any of his veines (like a Horfe-leach) 
T ſuckt him ſtill ; Now doth it gricue him that 
T have giy*n o're to loue him ill; juſt cauſe he had, 
If one could loue a moſt unloyely Beaft, 
Like hearbes that earſt were got for wholcſome uſe, 
TT he juyce drawne out, they reſt unprofitable, 
And like a ſtinking thing we them deſpile : 
So him, (when I had what ſoere was good ſuckt out 
From him) how ſhould Luſe, but throw the ſaple ite 
trunke | 
Vnto the dunghill heape ? Nov will 1 ſee 
Tf Coridon be gotten cloſe into the Cave, 
What neyes is this I {ce ? Sleepe I or do I wake ? 
1 am afſur'd this Caves mouth er{t was ope, 
How cloſe tis ſhut > How is this ancient Stone ? 
Rould dowac ? was it an Earthquake fince, « 
eF 
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T he fatthfull Shepheard, 


Yet would I know if Coriden were there 

With Amarillizthen car'd I little for the reſt. 
Certaine hee's there, for tis a good while ſince 
Lifetta gave him word. Who knowcs the contraty 2 
T'may be Mirrtillo mooyed with dildaine, 

Hath done this decd, hee, had hee but my mindey 
Could onely have perform'd tus rare exployte. 

Well by the mountaines way wil I go ſee, 

And learne the troth of all how it hath paſt, 


ACT: 4» SCEN, 2, 


Dorinda, Linc, 


I:c9, T am afſur'd thou knowſt me nor, 
Lin. Who would haue thought that in theſs 
ruſty rags | 
Gentle Dorinda had been ever hid. 
VVere 1 ſome Dogge, as I bat Zinco am, 
Vato thy coſt I ſhould thee know too well, 
What do I ſee ? 
Dor. Linco, Thou ſeceſt great love, 

VVorking effe&es both {trange and miſerable, 
Lin. Onelike thy felfe,ſo {ott,fo tender yet 
That wer't but now (as one would (ay) a babe, 

And ſtill me thinkes it was but yeſterday 

Since in mine armes I had thee little wretch, 
Ruling thy tender cryes, and raught thee too 
To call thy Father Dad, thy Mother Mamme : 
VVhen in your houſe I was a Servant hir'd, 
Thou that ſo like a fearetull Doe wa'it wont 


T 2 


T he faithfiell Shepheard, 


To feare each thing before thou feltſt this Loue, 
Why,on a ſudden thee would ſcare each blaſt, 
Each Bird chat ſtirr'd a buth, each Mouſe thar 
from 
Her _ did runne , each leafe wo.ld make thee 
| att, 
Now wandreſt all alone by hills,by woods, 
Fearing no beaſt that haunts the Forreſts wilde? 
Dor. V Voundcd with Loue, who feares ano- 
ther hurr ? 


Lis. Louc had great power y that could not onely 


chee 
Into a Man, but to a Wolfe transforme. 


Dorin, O Linco, could'ſt thou but ſee heere wich- 


ins 
There ſhould't thou ſee a living Wolfe devoure 
My wretched ſoule like to a harmeclefſe lambe. 
Lin. And who's that wolte ? Silvio ? 
Dor. Ahzthou haſt ſaid. 
Lin. Thou, for hee is a Wolte , haſt chang'd thy 
ſclfe _ 
Tnto a Wolfe, becauſe no humane lookes 
Could mooue his loue , perhapps theſe beaſts yet 
mought. 
But tell mee , where hadd'ſt thou theſe cloathes fo 
rage'd ? 
Dar. 1le tell rhee true, to day I went betime 
'T here where I heard that Sitviodid intend 
A noble hunting to the ſavage Boaxe, 
At Erimmanthus foot , where Elicet 
Puts up his head, not farre off from the lawnd, 
That from the hill is ſever'd by diſcent, 
I found Metampo my faire Silviges dogge, IO 
| hoſe 
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The faithfall Shepheard. 


VVhoſle thirſt, I thinke , had drawne him to that 
lace: 
] a each thing of Silvio held full deare, 
Shade of his thape,and foorſteps of hus feet, 
Much more the Dogge which hee fo dearely lov'd, 
Him ſtraightway tooke, and hee without adoe 
Like to ſome gentle Cade, came quetly with me, 
Now whilſt 1 caſt this Dog to reconvey 
Home to his Lord and mine,hoping to make 
A conqueſt of tus loue by gift (o deare, 
Behold, he comes ſecking his footſteps out, 
And here hee ſtayes. Deare Linco,1 will not 
Looſe further time in telling every thing 
That rwixt us paſt ; but briefly to diſpatch, 
After a heape of faigned vowes and words, 
The cruell Boy fled from mee ſtraight away 
Ia iretuil mood with his thrice-happy Dogge, 
And with my deare and (weeteſt (weet reward, 
Ltn. O deſperate Silvis ! Ohcrucli boy ! 
VVhat didſt thou then ? Diſdayn'dſt thou not his 
deed ? | 
Dor Asif the heat of his diſdaine had been 
Of loue unto my heart the greateſt fire, 
So by his rage increaſed my delire : 
Yer {till purſuing him unto the chace, : 
Keeping my broken way, I Lupus met; 
Heere thoughe I good with bim to change my 
cloathcs, - 
And inthis (ervile kabite me to hide, 


That mongft the ſwaines I for a ſwaine might paſſe, 


And at my pleaſure ſee my Stlyio. 
Linc. VVen'ſt thou to hunt in likenefle of a 
Wolfe, 
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The faithfull Shepheard, 


*Seenc by the Dogges, and yet returned'(t ſafe 2 
 Dorinda, thou haſt done enough, 


Dor. Linco, 
No wonder t'is, the Dogges could do no harme 
Vato their Maſters preordeyned prev. 
There ſtood I by the toyles amongſt a ſort 
Of neighbour $hepheards, come to (ce the ſport, 
Rather to fce the huntſman than the game, 
At every motion of the ſayadge Beaſt 
My heart did quake : Areach of Silviges ates 
My ſoule (tepr out, puſh't on with all her will : 
But my chiete hope the fearefull fight difturb'd, 
Of that immeſurable Boare in force, 
Like as the rav'nous ſtrenth of ſodaine forme 
In little time brings trees and rocks to ground : 
So by his tuskes bedew'd with bloud and foame, 
We ſee Dogges {laine , Staues broke , and yvounded 
men. | 
How many times did my poore blood deſire 
For Sitvives bloud ro combac with the Boare. 
How oftcn times would I haue ſtept to make 
My breſt a buckler for my Silvioes breſt, 
How often ſayd I in my ſelte, excuſe, 
Excuſe the daintic lap of my deare loue: 
So to my ſelfe ſpake L with praying fighes, 
Whilſt hee his Dogge all armi'd with hardened 
Skin, | 
Letslooſe againft the Beaſt, who waxed proud 
Of having made a wretched quarries faghr 
Of wounded Shepheardes and Dopges {laine out- 
right : | 
Lingo, Law tell this Dogges great worth, 


And Sityviolones him not without good caute. = 
L.,00x< 
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The faithfull Shepheard, 


Looke how an angry Lyon entertaines 
The poynted hornes of ſome undaunted Bull, 
Sometime With force, ſometime with policie, 
And faſtens at the laſt his mighty pawes 
So on his backe as no power can remoy't: 
So ſtrong Melawp'* avoyding craftily 
The Boares ſyitt ſtrokes and mortall wounding 
blowes, 
Atlaſt taints on his eare, which firſt he ſhakes, 
And afterward ſo firmely him he hol]des, 
As his vaſt ſides might wounded be atea(c: 
The diſmall token of a deadly ſtroke, 
Then Sitvlg invocating Phwobes name, 
Dire& this blow (ſayd he) und here I vow 
To ſacrifiſe to thee his gaftly head. 
This ſayd, from out his quiyer of pure gold, 
Hetakes a ſpeedy ſhaft, and to his care 
He drawes his mighty Bow, and ſtraight the Boare 
betweene his necke and ſhoulder wounded, dyes : 
| free'd a ſigh, ſecing my Silvio ſafe. 
0h happy beaſt that might'ſt thy life ſo leaue, 
by him that hearts from humane beaſts doch reaue. 
Lin. But what became of that ſame fearefull 
beaſt ? 
Dor. 1 do not know, becauſe I came away 
For feare of being ſcene : But I belecue 


JThat ſolemnly chey meane to carry it 


Vnto the Vemple, as my Silvis vow'd. 
Lin. And meane you not to change theſe ruſty 
cloathes ? | 
Dor. Yes wis full fainc,but Lypine hath my gown, 
And promiſed t'artend me ar this Spring, 
But him I mifſe : deare Zfxco if thou lou'ſt mc 
F Go: 


T he faithfull Shepheard. 


Goe ſecke him in theſe woods, he is not farre, 
I'lercſ{t me in the meane time by this Den, 
For wearineſle makes me to fleepe deſire, 
N-«r would I home retuarne in this attire, 

Liz. I go, and ftirre not you till I returne, 


ACT. 4. SCEN, 3, 
Chorus, Erga/ſts. 


+Hepheards, haue you not heard our Demi-God 

Montanus worthy ſonne, of Hercules diſccnt, 
Hah flaine the dreadfuil Boarc, that did infeſt 
All .2rcady, and now he doth prepare 
To ſatisfhe his Vowes, it we will thankefull be 
For ſuch a benefit, its go and meete him, 
And gue him all the reverence that we can. 

Er. Oh dolefull fortune ! Oh moſt bitter chance! 
Irmedicable wound | Oh mournefull day ! 

Chg. What voyce of horror and of plaint hieare 

wee ? 
Erg. Starres foe-men to our good , thus mocks 
ou us ? 

D:d you fo high our hopes lift up, that with 
"Their fall you might vs plague the more ? 

Cho. This ſeemes Ergaſto, and t'is ſurely hee, 

Erg. VVhy doIStarres accuſe, accuſe thy (cite, 
T hat brought'it the Yron to loves Anvile ſo, 
Thou didft it ftrike,thou mad'it the ſparkes fiye out 
From: vehence this fre growes {o unquenchable : 
Bur heavens do know my pitty brought me to't. 
Oh haplefic lovers, wretched Amarillis, 
Vatrtunare Tittrus, childlefie father, 
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T he faithfull Shepheard, 


Sad Montanus, deſolate Arcadia » 
Oh miferable we z -and to conclude, 
All chat I ſee , ſpeake , heare , or thinke , moſt mi« 
ſerable, 
Cho. What wretched accident is this that dotla 
containe 
So many miſcries > Gow" Shepheards Go'w, 
Lets meete-with him : Eternall heavenly powers, 
Will not your rage yet ceaſe ? Speake good Ergaſ/s, 
What lamentable chance is this thou plain ? 
Erg. Deare friends, I plaine es all che cuine of 
Arcadia. | 
Cho. What's this ? | 
Erg. Theprop of all our hopes is downe. 
Cho. Ah fpeake moreplaine, 
Erg. Daughter of Tittirus , 
The oneiy branch of her decaying ſtock”, 
Hope of our health, which to Montanus ſonne, 
Was by the heavens promilt and deſtinicd, 
Whoſe marriage thould haue freed A4reauta, 
Wife 4zarilis, Nimph celeſtiall, 
Patterne of honour, ffowre of chaſtitic : 
My heart will not give me lcaue to ſpeake. 
Cho. Why, is the dead ? 
Erg, Nay doom'd to death. 
Cho. Ay me, whar's this. 
Erg. Nay worſe, with infamic. 
Cho. Amarillis infamous. 
Erg. Found with the adult'rer zand it hence ye gs 
not {oone, 
Ye may her ſee led captive to the Temple. 
Cho. Oh rate ! but wicked , valure of this female 


k y $10) 


The faithfull Shepherd. 

Oh chaſtitie, how fingularthou art, T 

Scarce can a man ſay any womars chaſt, - 

Save ſhe that noe was try*d ; unhappy age ! 

But curteous ſhepheard tell us how it was ? A 
Erg. This day betime you know AMontanu - 


cames 
With th'hapleſſe father of the wretched Nymph, 


Both by one ſelfe devotion led, which was A 
By. pray*rs, to haſte the marriage to good end : 
For this the Sacrifices offred were, | 3 


Whick ſolemnely perform'd with good aſpets: 

For neyer were there ſcene intrailes more faire, 

Nor flames more bright, by which the blind Di 7 
vine 


Mooved,did to Montanu ſay : This day 

With Azrerifti ſhall your ſonne be wed : R 
Goe quickly and prepare the marriage feaſt, ' J.- 
Oh blindly done, blind Prophets to belecue; Wy 


The fathers and the tanders by were glad, 

And wept , their heartes made tender with this 
joy. 

Titi us =_ no ſooner .gone , but ſtraight wee 
heard 

And ſaw unhappy fearefull Genes , the meſſen- 
ocrs 

Of ſacred ire : at which ſo.ſadaine and ſo fierce, 

E xch ſtood amaz'd, the Prieftes incloſed were - 

Within the greater Cloyſture, we without, 

Weeping were ſaying holy pray'res, when lae 

The wicked Satyre audience earneſt craucs 

Of- the chiefe Prieſt : and for-this was my charge, 

T let him in, to whom he thus begins. 

F athevs, if ro your Vowes the Incenſe and 


TT he 
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The faithfull Shepheard. 
The Sacrifices be not anſwerable, - 
If on your Altars purely burne.no flames, 
Wonder nor, for in Erticinees Cauc, 
A treacherous Nymph prophanes your holy. Lawes - 
And in adultery her fayth doth breake. 
Come Miniſters- with mee , wee'le take in the 
fac. 
A while th'uahappy father breathes ,. thinking 
he had 
Found out the cauſe of this ſo diſmall fgnes, 
Straight hee commandes chiete Minifter Nicgndep 
oe 
With that ſame Satyre, and captiv'd to bring 
Them to the Temple both: him ſtrazzhi accompa- 
nied : 
With all our troope of under Minifters, 
The Satyre by a darke and crooked way, 
ConduRs into the Caue : the young-man ſcar'd- 
With our torch-light, ſo ſodainely affail'd ; 
Aﬀſayes to fly unto that outward iſſue, 
but it the Satyre cloſed hath roo faſt, 
Cho. Whar did you then ? 
Erg. I cannot tell you how 
imaz'd we were, to ſee her that we taken had, 
0 be Titirus daughter, whom no ſooner we 
Had layd hold on, but out Mirtille Rept, 
And throwes his Dart , thinking to wound Ni- 
cander : 


. And had the fteele hit as he did dire, * 


he 


Nicander had beene {1aine : but ſhrinking backe, 
hether by chance or wit, he fhun'd the harme : 
ut the ſtrong Dart pierced bis hayrie cloathes, 
ind there ſtucke faſt, HMirtilio - being able Ty 
3 r 


The faithfall Shepheard, 

It to recover, captive taken was. 

Cho. What's come of him ? 

Erg. He by another way is led. 

Cho. What ſhall he do ? 

Erg. Togetmore out of him, | 
Beſides, perhaps he hall not skotfaee ſcape, 
For having ſo offended our high Prieſt, b 
Yet would I could haue comforted the wretch, 

Cho. Why could you not ? 

E1g. Becauſe the law forbids 
Vs under=Miniſters to ſpeake with guilty folkes: 
For this I came about, and left the reſt, © 
Provoking heavens with teares and prayers devout 
To turne away this dreadfull torme trom vs : 
And lo pray yce, and therewithall farewell, 

Cho. So ſhall we do,had we but once performd 
fur duery unto Silvio, etcrnall Gods 
In pitty, not in fury, ſhew your ſelues ſupreame. 


Act, 4+ SCEN, 4. 


Coriſca. 


No» Crowne wy temples with triumphany 
| Bayes, 

Vidtorious temples, this day happily - 

] combated haue in the field of Loue, 

And vanquiſhed : this day both heaven and earth, 
Nature and Art, Fortune and Deſtiny, 

Both friends and enemies haue fought for mee, 
The wicked Satyre whom I hated ſo, , 
H-th helpt me much : for'it vas better that 
Airtilig tnould than Coridon be ta'ne, | 


The faithful Shephcard, 


| To make her fault more likely and more ill : 


What though Mirtillo taken be, hee'lc ſoone be frees 
To her alone the puniſhmeat is due, 

O ſolemne viftorie, Oh famous trumph, 

Drefle me a Trophee,amorous deceites, 

You in this tongue, in this ſame precious breit 

Are abouc Nature moſt omnipotent, 

Why ſtay Inow ? t'istime for me to go; 

Vatill the Law hauc jugd'd my riyall dead, 
Perhaps the Prieſt may draw the trota from mee : 
Fly then Cori/ca, danger t'is to ly, 

For them that haue no feete wherewith to fly : 

Tle hide me in theſe woods untill T may 

Returne t'enjoy my joyes : happy Cori/ca, 

Who eyer ſaw a braver enterpriſe ? 


1 
[ 


AET,4, SCEN5. 


N icender , Amarillis. 


HE: had a heart moſt hard, or rather had 
No heart at all, nor any humane ſenſe, 
That did not pitty thee poore wretched Nymph, 
And felt no ſorrow for thy miſerie : 
Oacly to ſee a Damlell captivate, 
Of heavenly countenance and ſo ſweet a face, 
Worthy the world ſhould to thee conſecrate 
Temples and Sacrifices, led to the Temple 
For a Sacrifice; ſurely t'were a thing 
That with dry eyes I thinke none could behold : 
But who knowes how and wherefore thou wert 
borne? 
Titirzs daughter, Montanus daughter in laws 
F 4 That 


T he faithfull Shepheard. 
T hat ſhould haue beene, and that rheſerwo are they Þ, 
Which.do uphold Arcadia, and that thy ſelfe 
A dainty Nimph, (o faire of forme, fo 
'Fhe naturall confines of this thy life, : 
Aproacheſt now ſo neere the boundes of death : 
Hee that knowes this, and doth not plaine the 


fame, 
Hee is no man, but beaft in humane ſhape. " 
Ama. If that my fault did cauſe my wretched- l 


nefle, 
Or that my thoughts were wicked, as thou thinkſt 
My deed, lefle grievous would my death be then : 
For it were juft my bloud ſhould waſh the ſpots ' 
Of my defiled ſoule, heavens rage appeaſe, 
And humane juftice juſtly ſatisfie, 
Then couldT quiet my affli&ed ſprights, 
And with a juſt remorſe of well-deſerved death, 
My ſenſes mortifie, and come to death : | 
And with a quiet blow paſſe forth perhaps 
Vnto a life of more tranquilitie : 
But too too much Nicander too much griev'd 
I am, in ſo young yeares, Fortune ſo hie, 
An Innocent, I fhou!d be doom'd to die. - 
Nic. Ah pleas'd it heavens we had gainſt thee 
effended, 
Not thou, offended gainſt the heavenly powers : 
For we alas with greater eaſe might haue 
Reſtor'd thee to thy violated name, 
Than thou appeas'd their wiolated powers : % 
But I ſee not who thee offended hath, 
Saving thy ſelfe. Tell me ? wert thou not found 
In a Toke place with the Adulterer, alone 
With him alone Wert thou not promiſed 


Vato 


The faithful Shepheard. 
YT [yato 2 yg ſonne ? Haſt thou not broke thy 
aith 2? 
How art thon innocent ? 
Ama. 1 haue nor broke 
The law, and I am innocent. 
Nic. Thou haft not broke 
The law of Nature happely (Lowe if thou likeſt) 
But humane lavy and heavens thou haſt tranſgreſt, 
(Love lawfnlly.) 
Ama, Both heavens and men haue er'd to me , 
[f ic be erue that thence our haps do come: 
for is it reaſon in my deſtinie, 
[beare the paine that's due to other's faults ? 
{ Nic. Peace Nymph , hold fill thy to 1gue in wil-- 
full rage | 
Let looſe, doe not condemne the Startes, for wee: 
Our ſelues procure us all our miſery. 
Ama, I none accuſe in heaven, but my ill fates. 
And worſe then them is ſhee, that me deceiv'd. 
Nic. Then blame thy ſelfe ,. that haſt decciy'd 
thy ſelte, 
Ama. I Was deceiy'd, but by anothers fraude, 
Nic. T'is nodeceite, to whom deceite is deare. 
Ama. Then vou Ice condemne me for unchaſt ? - 
Nic. I ſay not ſo,aſke but your deedes they'le tell, 
Ama. Deedes often are falſe tokens of the heart. 
Nic. The deedes we ſee, we cannot ſee the heart, 
Ama. See what you will , Pam ſure my heart is 
cleare, 
Ntc, What led you then into the Caue alone ? 
Ama. Simplicitie, and my too much belicte, 
Nic. Truſt you your Chaſtitic unto your Loue ? 
Ama. I truſted wy falſe friend, and not my loue. - 
= F 5- Nic, What * 


"The faithful Shepheard.. 


Xic. What friend was that , your amorous de« 
fire ? 

Ama. Orminges ſiſter, who hath me betrayde. 

Nic. Sweete trechery, to fall into your loue, 

Ama. I knew not of Mirtiffoes comming Il. _ 
Nic. Why did you enter then,? and to, what 
end ?- | - 

Ama. Let it ſuffice, not for Mirtiloes ſake. 


Nis. You are condemn'd except y'haue better. 


proofe. | U Dd 
Ama. Let her be asked of my innocency. . - ; 
Nic, What the , that was the occaſion of your 


faulr *' hr 
Htma. Shee that betray'd mee , will you not he: 
belecue ? 
Nic, What faith hath ſhe that was ſo faithlefſe 
then ? 
Ama. I by our Goddeſle Cynthiaes. name: will 
ſweare, - v8 19; FOTTR ITY ro 
Nic. be deedes haue mar'd the, cxedice of thine 
Oatnes 
Nymph , to be plaine , theſe are but dreames, and 
Waucs | 
Of muddy water cannot waſh cleane , nor guiltic 
|, hearts. . fa # cn; 
Speake troth,, thou ſhoult*ft haue kept thy. chaſti- 
tie | 


As dearely as.the apple of thine eye; . STI 
Ama. And mult I then chus (good Nicander ) 
dic ?' IEF | : 
Shall none me heare, nor none my cauſe defend ?: 
Thus leit of all, depriv'd of every hope, 
Qacly accowpanied with an extreame. 1»? | 
| _ Vahppy 


k# 


The faithfull Shepheard, 
Vahappy Funerall pitty thatnot helpes mee, 
Nic. Nymph be content ,- and fince thou yer: ſo 
fond 
In finning, bee more wiſe in ſuffering puniſhment : 
DireQ thine eyes to heay'n, thence art thou come, 
And thence doth come all good or ill that haps, 
As from a Fountaine doth a ſ{treame deſcend : 
And though to us itill do ſezme, as ey'ry good 


q 1s mingled with ſome ill, yet there *cis good, 


Great lowe doth know to whom all thoughts are 


knowne, 
So doth our Goddefſe whom we worſhip heere, 
How muchT gricue for thee : and it I haue | 


{ Picrc't with my words thy ſoule, like a Phyſician T 
J Haue done, who ſearcheth firſt the wound 


Whereit ſuſpeRed 1s : be quiet then 
Good Nymph, and do not contradit that which 
Is writ in heay*n aboue of thee, 
Ama. O cruell ſentence, whether vvrit in heav'a 
Or earth ? In heay'n it 1s not writ, 
For there mine innocency is knowne : but what 
Ayailes it ſince I needes muft dye ? Ah roo too: 
hard, 
And toe too bitter cup, Ah gocd 297cander, 
For pitty ſake make not ſuch haſt with mee 
Vato the Temple ! Ray, Oh ſtay a lule wiule ! 
Nic. O Nymph , to whom. death is fo grievous. 
now, | bs 
Exch moment ſeemes a death, itis thine ill to ſtay: 
Death hath nor ſo much harme, as feare thereofz , 
Thou ſooner dead , thy paine is ſooner paſt, 
Ama, Some helpe may come, deare fathes: farhen 


nove 


_—_  ---- 


The faithful! Shepheard, 
Doſt thou leaue me, now leaue thine onely child? 
Wilt thou not helpe me yer before I die ? 
De not deny me yet thy lateſt kifle : 
One blade ſhall wound both breſts, and out of 
mine 
Thy bloud muſt ftreame. Oh father : Oh (weete 
name |. 
Sometime ſo deare which I ne're call'd in vaine, 
Make you your onely daughters marriage thus, 
A mornings Bridezan evening Sacrifice? | 
Nic. Nymph , Do not thus torment thy ſelfe and 
T'is time I lead you to the Temple now, 
My duty t'is, I may not ſlacke it ſo. 
Ama. Deare woods farewell , my. deareſt woods 
farewell, 
Receiue my lateſt fighes untill my foule 
By cruell wound from this my body free. 
Returne to ſceke your leved ſhadowes out : 
For Tanocents cannot-bedoom'd to -hell, 
Nor mongſt the bleſſed can deſpayrers dwell. 
O AMirtillo, wretched was that day 
"That firſt I ſaw thee, and thy ſight did pleaſe, 
Since I my life muſt leaue, more deareto thee 


Wilt thou þelecue that ſhe is. doom'd to death. 

For thee, that cruell ever was to thee, 

To keepeme innocent ? For me too bold, 

For thee too. little dating. was my will : how ever. 
 _ twas, 

-&; faultlefle die, fruitlefſe, and without thee 

My deaxe I die, my deare Miriide... 

{6 Surely thee 


Than thine, which pou the occaſion of my death, 
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The faithfull Shepheard. 


Is dead, and in Mirtifces loved name her life 
Hath finiſhed : her loue and griefe the blade 
Preyented hath : come helpe to hold her up, 
Shee liveth yet, 1 feele ber heart doth throb : 
Carry her to the Fountaine here hard by, 

Freſh water may reſtore her ſtonied (prights, 

But were it not a deed of pitty now, 

Te let her die of gricfe, and ſhun the blade : 

No let us rather ſaccout now her life, 

Wee do not kaow what heay'ns will do with her. 


ACT.,4. SCEN,G6. 


Chorus of Hunt/men. Chorus of Shep<- 
beards with Silvio. 


Chor, Hunt. 


'Q Glorious child of great Mlcides race, 
”'T hat monſters kil{t,and wiid-beafts doſt deface, 
Cho. Shep. O glorious child, who Erimanius 
Boare 
Haſt oyerthrowne, unconquerable thought : 
Behold his head that ſeemes:to breath out death, 
This is the Trophee of our Demi-God, 
Helpe Shepheards helpe, to celebrate his name, 
And with ſolemnity his deedes to grace. 
Chor. Hunt. O glorious child of great Alcidey 
race, 
That Monſters kilft, and wild-beafts doſt deface. 
Chor. Shep. Oxglorious child , by whom the fer--- 
tile plaines | 
Depriy'dof tillage, hauetheir goodregain'd : 
: Now 


The faithfall Shepheard, 


Now may the Plough-man goe ſecurely, and 
Sow both his Seed, and reape his Harveit in : 
T keſe ugly teeth can now no more them chace. 
Cho. Hunt. O glorious cluld of great Alcides 
race, | 
T hat monſters kilſt, and wilde Beaſtes doſt deface. 
Cho. _ Oh glorious child, how thou doſt cou- 
e ſtill 
Pitty ith fortitude. Cynthia behold 
T hy humble $vives vow ; behold this head, 
'T hat heere and heere in thy deſpigbtis arm'd 
With white and crooked ruskes ', - envying thy 
hornes, 
Thou puiſant Goddefle, fince thou did'd dire 
His ſhaft : the price of his great vitory 
.Is due to thee : hee famous by thy grace. 
Cho. Hunt. Oglorious child of great 4lcides race, 
That monſters kil{t, and wild Beaſts doſt deface, 


ACT. 4. SCEN, 7. 
Coridgn. 


7 Ntill this time ] never durſt beleeue, 

That which the Satyre of Coriſca ſaid» 
Imagining his tale had beene but forg'd; 
Malicioully to worke me 1njurie, | 
Fatre from the troth it ſeem'd to meezthat place, 
Where ſhe appoynted I with her ſhould meete; 
(IF that be true yvhuch was on her behalfe, 
Deliverd me by young Li/etta late) 

Should bee the place to take th'Auultrer in :. 


But ſec,a Ggne that may confirme the ſame, 
bs | ” BY AR 


#ATLI | _— = 


ES. WM — i... _ i 


SS q5q+5j © .@a Jad. ods eas EE 


eA 


== xy A 


T he faithful Shepheard, 


Eyn as hee told mee; (o it is indeed, | 

Oh what a Stone is this, which ſhuts up thus 

T:.c huge mouth of this Caue 2 Oh Coriſcaz 

All in good time Ih oue found ont your guiles, 

| Which after ſo long uſe, art laſt returne : 

With damage to your (clfe. So many lies, 

So many trec heries, mult needes preſage 

Some mortall diſadventure at the leaſt, 

To him that was not mad, or blind with loue 3 

T*was gocd forme I ftayde away ſo long, 

Great fortune that my father me detain'd 

So with a tedious ſtay, as then me thought, - 

| Had I kept time bur as Li/etra bad, 

| Surely ſume ſtrange adventure had I had, 

1 What ſhall I doe? ſhallT atrir'd with fpleene, 

| Secke with outragious fury for revenge ? 

1 Fic no, I honour her too much : lo bee 

{ Theeaſe with reaſon weigh'd, it rather would 

Hue pitty and compafſton, than revenge, 

And thall Lvitty ker, that me berrayes ? ' 

Shee rather doth betray her felfe, thac thus 

| Abandons mee, whoſe faith to her was pure 

And giue her ſ(clfe in prey 

To apoore Shepheard ſtranger yagabond, 

That ſhall ro morrow bee more perfidious than. 
thee. | 

| Should: I according to the S$9tyres. counſell , her. 
accule, | 

Of the faith broken which to me ſhee ſwore : 

Then muſt ſhee dye:;: My heart's not halfe ſo 
baſe, 3 | 

Let her then live for mee: or to ſay better. 

Let her dye unto mee, and live wato others.:- 


| Live 


The faitbfull Shepheard, 


Liue to her ſhame, liue to her infamy 
Since the is ſuch, ſhe neyer can in me 
Kindle one ſparke of fearefull jealoube, 


ACT: 4. SCEN, 8, 


| Stuts, 
Q Goddeſle, that no Goddeſle art, but of 

Aa idle people, blinde.and vaine : who with 
Impureſt mindes and fond Religion, 
Hallowes the Altars and great Temples too. 
What, ſaid I Temples ? wicked Theaters 
Of beaſtly deedes, to colour their diſhoneſt ages 
With titles of thy famous Deity, 
Becauſe thy ſhames in ethers ſhames made leſle, 
\ Let looſe the raines of their laſciviouſneſſe. | 
Thou foe to Reaſon, plotter of miſdeedes, 
Corrupter to our ſoules, calamitie 
To the whole world ; thou daughter of the Sea, 
And of that treacherous monſter rightly borne, 
That with the breath of hope doſt firit intice 


Theſe humane breaſtes, but afterward doſt 


mooue 
A thouſand ſtormes of fighes, of teares,of plaints : 
Theu mayft be better call'4 Mother of Tempeſts 
and 
Of rage, than Mother of Louez: 
To what a miſery haſt thou throwne downe 


Thoſe wretched Lovers? now mayit thou yaunc 


thy ſelfe. 
To 


2p 
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The faithfull Shepheard. 


To be dmnipotent, if thou canſt ſaue 
That poore Nymphs life , whom with thy ſnates 
thou haſt 
Condutted to this miſerable death. 
O happy day I hallow'd my chaſt minde 
To thee my onely Goddefle Cynthia, 
Such power on earth to ſoules of better ſort, 
As thou art light in heav'n about the Starres, 
Mach better arc thoſe Rudious praftices 
Thaa thoſe which Pens unchalſt ſervants uſe : 
Thy ſervants kill both Beares and ugly Boares, 
Her ſervants are of Beares and Boares till f}aine. 
Oh Bow and' matchleſſe Shaftes , my power and 
Vaine fantaitize Loue, come prooue thine armes,. 
Effeminate with mine : but fie, too much 
I honour thee poore weake and wreckling child, 
And for thou thalt me heare, Vle ſpeake aloud, 
A rod to chaſtiſe thee will be inough, 
Ecc. ynough. 
What art thou Eccho that ſo ſounds againe ? 
Or rather Loue, that anſwereſt loudly ſo? 
Ecc, yo. 
I could haue wiſht ns better match ; but tell 
Me then, art thou (by heaven) hee. 
Ecc. evenhee. 
The ſonne of her that for .4doni did 
So miſerably burne, in whom-nought good is. 
Ecc. Goddeſſe, 
A Goddeſle ? no, the Concubine of Mars, 
I whom laciviouſneſſe doth wholly lye. 
Ecc. wholly alye. 


O fine, thy tongue doth clacke againſt the vrinde, : 
il 


The faithful Shepheard. 


Wilt thou come forth ? thou dock but darkly dart, 
Ecc, y dare, 
T held thee for a coward ill, art thou a baſtard ? or 
Dot thou that title brauely ſcorne? 
| Ece. y icome, 
O God, then artthou Yulcanes ſonne, by that 
Lame Smith begor, 
Ecc. God, 
A God? of what ? of winds, mad with baſe mirth 
Ecc, earth, 
God of the earth ? makes thou thy foes to rue ? 
Ecc. t'rue, 
With what doſt thou till puniſh thoſe that ſtrive, 
And obſtinately do'contend with Loue ? 
Ecc. with Love, 
Nay ſoft,when ſhall crook*t loue (tell me good foole) 
Enter my breſt ? 1 warrant t'is too ſtraight, 
Ecc. ftraight, 
What, ſhall I fall in loue ſo ſodainely ? 
Ecc. ſodainely, 
What is her name that I muſt then adore ? 
Ecc. Dotes 
Dorinda foole, thou canſt not ſpeake out yet, 
But doit not thou meane her ? 
Ecc. ecne her, 
Dorinda whom I hate ; but who ſhall force my will ? 
Ecce, I will, 
What weapons wilt thou uſe? perhaps thy bow, 
Ecc. thy Bow. 
My Bow ? not till it bee by thy lewd folly broken, 
| Ecc. broken, 
My broken armes incounter me, and who 


Shall breake them ? thou ? Ecc, thou, 
; | Fics 


The faithfull Shephear4, 


Fic fe thowrt drunke , goe ſleepe, goe ſleepe: bur 
ſta 
Theſe marvailes muſt be done : but where ? 
Ecc, heere, 


O foole, and I am gone , how thou art loaden 


with 
Wit-robbing Grapes that grew upon the Vine, 
| Ecc, Divine, 
But {oft, I ſee, or elſe me thinkes I ſee 
Something that's like a Woolfe in yonder Groue, 
T'is ſure a Woolfe : How monſtrous great it is. 
This day for mes deſtinied to prayſe : 
Good Goddeſle, with great fayours doſt thou ſhew 
Totriumph in one day over two Beaſtes: 
In thy great name , I ſooſe this ſhaft, the (wiſteft 
and 
The ſharpeſt which my Quiver holdes. 
Great Archereſſe dire thou my right hand, 
And here 1, yovy to ſacrifice the ſpoyles 
Vaco thy name, Odaintie blow, blow falne 
Ev'n where my hand and eye it deſtinyed, 
Ah that1 had my dart, it to diſpatch, 
Before it get into the woods away, 
But heere be Stones, whar need I any elſe * 
Heere's ſcarcely one, T need none now : here 13 
Another Shaft will pierce it to the quicke. 
What's this I ſee ? unhappy Silvio? 
Thane ſhot a Shepheard in a wolvith ſhape. 
O bitter chance ! O ever miſerable ! 
Mee thinkes I know the wretch, t'1s Linco that 
Doth hold him up, Oh deadly thaft ! Oh moſt 
Vnhappy Vow ! Iguiltie of anorthers blood ? 
I thus the cauſer of anothers death > _ 
£9228 


0 
6. 

' 
-+ 


$ 


The faithfull Shepheard. 


I that kaue beene ſo liberall of my lifes * 

So large a ſpender of my bloud for others health ? 
So, caſt away thy weapons, and o live 

All glorilefle. But ſce where he doth come, 

A great deale lefle unhappy than thy ſelfe. 


ACT. 4+ SCEN, 9, 
Linco, Silvio, Dorinda. 


| Bs thou thy ſelfe (my Daughter) on this arme. 
Vofortunate Dorinds. 
Sil, O mee? Dorinda ? 1am dead. 
Dor. O Linco Linto, Oh my ſecond father ! 
Sil. Tt is Dorinda ſure : Ah voyce, ah fight. 
Dor. Dorindato ſuſtaine, Linco hath beene 
A fatall office unto thee : thou heardfi 
The firſtcryes that 1 ever gaue on earth, 
And thou ſhalt heare the lateft of my death - 
And theſe thine Armes , that were my Cradle 
once, | 
Shall be my Coffin now. 
Lin. O child more deare 
Than if thou wert mine owne. I cannot ſpeake, 
Griefe hath my words diffolyed into teares. | 
Si, Oh earth hold ope thy jawes and ſwallovy 
mee. 
Dor. Oh ſtay both pace and plaiat (good Linco) 
for 
The one my griefe, my wound the other doth 
increaſe. | 
Sil. Oh what a hard reward moſt wretched _— 
la 
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The faithfull Shepheard. 


Haft thou received for thy wondrous loue ? | 
| - Lin, Be of good cheerethy wound noc mortall is, 

Dor. I bur Dorinda mortall will be quickly dead? 
But doſt thou knoyv who Us hath wounded me ? 

Lin. Let us care for the ſore, not for the 

offence, 

For never did revenge yet heale a wound, 

Sit. Why ſtay I Ril[? (hal I Ray whilſt they (ee me? 
Haue I ſo bold a face ? Fly Silviofly 
The puniſhment of that revengefull fight, 
Fly & juſt edge of her ſharpe cutting youce: 
I cannot fly, fatall neceſſity doth hold 
Me heare, and makes me ſeeke whom moſt 
| 1 ought.co ſhun. 

Dor. Why Linco, mult I die 
Nor knowing who hath given me my death 2 

Lin. It Silvio 1s. | 

Dore. I'lt ſo? 

Lin. 1 know his ſhaft. 

Dor. Oh happy4ſſue of my liues laſt end, 
It I be flaine by ſuch alouely friend, 

Lin. See where hee is , with countenance him 

acculing. 
Now heavens be prayſd, y'are at good paſſe. 
With this your bow and ſhafts omnipotent, 
Haſt thou not like a cunning weod-man ſhot ? 
Tell me, thou that of Si/violiv'it ; was it notT 
That ſhot this dainty ſhoote ? Oh boy to wiſe, 
Hadft thou beleev'd this fooliſh aged man, 
Had it not better beene ? Anſwere me wretch, 
What can thy life be worth, if thee doe die ? 
I know thow'lt ſay thou thougitſt thaue ſhot a woolf 
As though it were no fault to ſhoote, 
Nor 


T he faithfull Shepheard. 
Not knowing (carelefſe wandring child) if "tyere 
A man ot beaſt thou ſhor'ſt at: what Heardiman, 

: "8p ! | | 

What Ploughman doeſt thou ſee attir'd in other 

. cloathes ? ; 
Ah Silvio, Silvio, who ever ſoweth wit ſp greene, 

Doth ever reape ripe fruit of ignorance. 

Thinke you (vaine Boy) this: chance by chance dig 

come ? by. | | | 

Never without the powers divine did ſuch like hap= 

en: | a 

cen 1s inrag'd at your ſupportlefle ſpighty 
To loue and deepedefpiling fo humane affe&s.. 
Gods will not hawe companions on the earth, 

They are not pleas'd with this auſteritie : 
Now thou art dumbe , thou wert not wont t'ins 

dure, a +l 
Dor. Silvio, let Linco ſpeake, he doth not knovy 

What ſov'*raignetie thou o're Dorinds haſt, 

In life and death by the great power of Loue, 

If thou haſt ſhort me thou haſt ſhot thine owne : 
'Thou hit'it the marke that's proper to thy ſhaft, 

'T heſe _— that wounded me , haue follow'd 

r1gnt 

The ayme of thy faire eyes. Silvio, behold her 

whom | | 

Thou hateſt (0, behold her as thou wonld'ft: 
Thou: would'{ me wounded haue , wounded I 

am : 

Thou wiſh't me dead, I ready am for death, 

V Vhat would'ſt thou more > What can I give 

thee more ? | 

Ah crucll Boy, thou nevet would'ſt belccue 


The faithfull Shepheard, 


The wound by thee Loue made, canſt thou deny 
That which thy hand hath done ? thou never 


ſaw'it 
The blood mine eyes did hed ; ſeeſt thou this 
then, 
That guſheth from my fide : but if with pitty 
Now 


All gentlenefle and valour be not ſpent, - 

Do not deny me cruel! ſoule, I pray, 

Art my laſt gaſpe, one poore and onely figh.: 

Death ſhould be bleit, if thou but thus woul'dſt 
ſay, 


| Soreſt inpeace poore ſoule, I humbly pray, 


Sil. Ah my Dorinds, ſhall I c:1! thee mine, 
That art not mine, but when] thee mult looſe x 


And when thou haſt thy death received by mce, 


Not when I might have given thee thy Life: 

Yet will I call thee mine, that mine ſhalt bee 

Spight of my fortune : and fince with thy life 

] cannot hauc thee, I'le haue thee in death : 

All that thou ſeeft in me, 1s ready for reyenge : 

L kild thee with theſe weapons, with the fame 

Lic kill my (clfe : I cruell was to thee, 

I now dclire nothing but cruelty. 

I proudly thee deſpis'd, upon my knees 

I humbly thee adore, and pardon crane 2 

ut not my life, Behold my Bow,wy Shafts. 

\Vound not mine eyes or hands, th'are innocent : 

But wound my breft, monſter topitty, toe 

To loue : wound me this heart , that cruell was - 

'Tothee : behold my breſt 1s bare. | 
Dor. Silvig , I wound that bre& 2? chou had'it not 

nceg | 
Let 


The faithfull Shepheard, 


Let it be naked to mine eyes, if thou defir'dſt 

I ſhould it wound. O dainty beaurcous rocke, 

So often beaten by the ry2ues and windes 

Of my poore teares and fighes in vaine: andis it 
true, 

Thou pitty feel'ſt, or am T wretch but mockt ? 

I would not this ſame Alablaſter skin 

Should me deceive, as this poore Beaſts hath thee, 

I wound thy breſt ? tis well Loue durſt do ſo. 

I aske no ngore revenge than thou ſhouldit loue, 

Bleſt be the day whercin I firſt did burne, 

Beſt be my teares and all my martirdomes : 

I wiſh thy prayſe and no revenge of thee, 

But curteous 8slvio, that doſt kneele to her, 

Whoſe Lord thou art ; ſince me thou needes wile 
ſerue, 

Let thy firſt ſervice be, to riſe when I thee bid - 

"The ſecond, that chou liv'it : for me, let heavens 

Werke their will ; in thee my heart will line : 

As long as thoudoft liue, I cannot die. 

But if it ſcerae unjuſt my wound ſhould be 

Vapunithed, then breake this cruell bow, 

Let that be all the malice thou doft ſhow. 

Sil. Ohcurteous doome : and (o*t ſhall be, 
Thou deadly wood ſhalt pay the price of others life, 
Behold, I breake the, and I render thee 
Vnto the woodes, a trunkeunprofitable - 

And you my ſhaftes that pierced haue the fide 
Of my faire Lone, becauſe you brothers bee 
I put you both together, and deliver you, 
Roddes arm'dinvaine, and yainely feathered, 
T*was true loue told me late in Ecchoes voyce. 
O powerfull tamer both of Gods and men : 
Late 


-— 
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The faithfull Shepheard, 
Lateenemy, now Lord of all my thoughts, 


if thou efteem'ſt it glory ro haue molified 
A proud obdurate heart Defend me from 


JThe fatall ſtroke of death ? one onely bloyy 


Killing Doriada, will me with her kill: 
So cruell death, if cruell death ſhe proucy 
Will triumph over thee , triumphant loue. 
Lin, So wounded both, yet wounds moſt fortus 
nates, - : 
Were but Dorinda's ſound. Lct's ſoone go ſeeke 
Some remedy. 
Dor. Do not good Linc lead 
Me to my fathers houfe in thus attire, 
Sit Shall my Dorinda go to other houſe 
T:.cn unto mine ? no ſure: alive or deag 
This day Vle marry thee, 
Lin. And in good time, 
Since Amari} hith loſt life and marriagetoe, 


{0 blefled coupl. | Yercrnall Gods ! 


Giue rwo their ho s, tv112 but one her health, 
Dor. $ !vis 1 weary am, I cannot hold n.e on 
My wou. ..d hide. 
Si Be cf gaod cheere, 
Thou ſhalt « burti be ro ts moſt dene, 
L'acy gue met iy h uad, 
Lin Hold ther at us, 
SiL Hcotd i. it , and with our arm s wee'le ma! e 2 
ſcat 
For her. Sit chere Dg;tnday and with thy 19"t' and 
Hold Linco's necke, 21d With thy left cl (e 3 e: 
Sot:tly wi hart, for 1vfhung of ity -vound. 
Do! O1ow mr rt kis | oa vn, 
S$tl. Lizcag hoid faſt. 


T he faithfull Shepheard, 

Liz. Do noc you Ragger, but go forward right, | 
"This is a better triumph taan a head. 

$i. Tel] me Dorinda, doth thy wound ſtill pricke? 

Dor. Itdoth ; bur in thine armes my loucly trea- | 

ſur ©y : | 

I hold ey*npricking deare, and death a pleaſure, 


CHORVS, 


PTIIY ths tec 


HSweecte and golden age, when Milke 
Dato the tc ndep Torld was meate: 
Wh! oſe cradle was the harmeleſſe wood, | 
Their dearer parts, whoſe grafſe like filke, 
The frockes #moucht, did joy to cate: 
Nor fear'd the world the ſpoyle of bloed, F 
T hze tronublous though ts that doe no £90 od FT 
D;d nt then make acluut 4s waile | 
To dimme OHr [ein res eternAdll l; 20t . b- 
Fay 09 Fs alas} ic. nad 
Clundes doe our wits $hres over-natle: 
From whence it is frange lands wee ſeehe 
for eaſe, | | 
. Plonghing with huge Odke trees the Ocean 
_—_ 
7 bis ye) ſuperſtitions voyee, 
Thi ſb; ef profit leſſe than vaine, 
Of foy®7o 6 ef titles, , ANG of fletpht, | 
rh om £6 man ' world thron oh worth: [12] 
chefs | ras. 


Net 
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The Jaibfull $5 cpbeard. 


Honor to Hame ds th ; wot diſdain, 
id aot with tyranny EPZ 'oht, 
Torule cur PP1des, bat to [7 ft azue 
Trouble for 19h, and forthe right - 
T9 manta; Curl a'firme decree” 
Among $7 1s men of £6 ch degree, 
Deſire' -LLS well Was If right: 
Carp of true Honor, hat Dp) to be namea, 
Who woat was Srocan ts to 775 fras 
mid, *924 4 \\ 
Therrin the pz ft; +63 group) Bade, ES 
Sweere {arroles and ſrarpe Madrigates 
Were flmmes unto deare Lawfonll Lone: 
There gentle Nymphs and Shep beards maac 
Thoughts of ther words, or tz the dates 
Did Hymen jojes and \iſes mone, 
Farre, fyeettr and of more behoue, 
T ric lovers onely aid enjoy 
Lones lixely Roſes ind ſweete flowers, 
rhillt wily-eraft found alive Jes ſhowers, 
Showers of Sharpe will; and ills annoy : 
Were ut 1n woods or cares for quiet Y f 
The name of hushand ſtill was liked b*/t, 
Falſe Wicked World, that courteſt ſtill 
with thy baſe mercenary name 
T he ſoxles chi#fe Tood, ant aoft intice 


To mourtfh rhorght of new fruna wil, 
Cz ith 


The faithfull Shepheard, 
With Iikelihoods reftraind againe : 
Vaubrialing ever ſecret vice, 
Like to a Net laid by device | 
Mmong faire Flowers and ſweete ſpread 
 leaues, 
Thou cloath'ſt wilde thonghtes in holy 
weedes, 
Eflecming ſeeming goodneſſe,deeacr, 
By which the life wth Art deceimes* 
Ner doſt thou care ( this Honour u thy | 
a 


a 

VPhat theft it bee, ſo loue may hide the * 
fatt, 

But thou great Honor, great by right, 

Frame famous ſpirits mm our hearts, 

. Thontrae Lord of each Noble breſt : 

O thouthatrul:ſt Kin 85 of might, 

Oxee terne theeinto theſe our parts, 

Fiich wanting thee, cannot be bleſs : 

Make them from out their mortall reſt, 

With mighty ard with powerfull ſtings, 

Who by a baſe unworthy will 

Haze left to worke thy plealwre ſtill, 

end left the worth of antique things : 

Let's hope our ills a truce will one day take, 

e114 let our hopes not waver no nor ſhaks : 

L it's bope the ſetting ſunne will r5/c againe, 


Ard 


RR" 


The faithfull Shepheard. 


And that the shies when they moſt dark appear, 
Do draw(thengh cover'd) after wiſhed cleare, 


An end of the fourth AR. 


ACT, 5. SCEN. I. 
Yranio, Carizo. 


Fiz place is ever good, where any thriues : 


And every place is natiue to the wiſe, 
Car. True(good Yranto)I by proofe can teil, 
T hat young, did leaue my fathers houſe, and ſought 
Etrange places out,and now turne home gray hair'd; 
That eaſt departed hence with golden locks : 
Yet is our native ſoyle (weete unco him 
That hath his ſenſe : Nature doth make it deare, 
Like tothe Adamant, whom though the Marriner 
Carry far hence, ſometime whereas the Sunne 
Is borne, and ſometime where it dyes ; yet till 
The hidden vertue wherewith it þcholds, 
The Northerne Pole it never doth forgoe : 
So he that goes farre from his natiue ſoyle, 
And often times in ſtranger land doth dwell, 
Yet he retaines the loue he to it bore. 
O my Arcadia, now I greet thy ground, 
And welcome good Franio, for t'ts meete 
You do partake my joyes, as you haue done my toile, 
Fra. 1 may pertake your toyle but not content, 
G 3 When 


\ 


The fatfall Shepherd, cd 


When remember how farre hence I L befe. ES 1 
My houſe and lictle h nould' off: weltmayt reſt 
My limbes, bur veel I wor my heart will money 
Nor ſ.ue thy-ſelfe, could any thing hauc dhawne 
Me from lid now : yet I know not | 
What cauſe hath made you travaile torthis place 
Car. Thou knowf my deare Mirtiflo, whom a thi 
hex RISING 
Nouegiwn me: forwy ſonne camehicher ficke, 
Hecre to get health, according to the Oracle, 
Which {aid ene 'y_ Arad; a could reitorc it hin ! 
Two monthes | he hath bene heere,and I not able © 
Abice that ſto 'y, Went 10 the race : 
"Co know of his rewrae © which anſwered thus. ; 
Rewrne thou to thy Countrey, where thou halt 
Liue mernily with thy AMirtif{odeare: 
Heavens haue determined great things of hum; 
Nor ſhalt thou 1: ugh but 11 Arcadia. 
Thou then my deare C9 MPN Ps merry bee,, 
Thou haft aſhare1n ll my good, nor will 
Carino imile, if my V122i0 gricue, 
Yra. Alilabours that I tor Carino take, 
Have their reward : bur forto thort the way, 
I 1y yourell whar made you travaile firſt, 
Car, A youthfull loue I unto muficke bore, 
And recdinefle of forraine fame, diſdayning that 
fr; 4a ſhould me onely prayſe, made me 
"Yeek out Elide and Piſa tamous ſo, 
WhereT ſaw glorious £708 crown'd with Bayes; 
With purple Next to veriue evermore "+ 
So thathe-Phebzs feenvd : vehen I devout. 
Vato his power did confecrate my Lut? : 
Then ef 1 pifa, and rg Hiceng went, 


—_— > 
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The faithfull Shepheard, 


And afterwards to Argos, where I was 
At firſt, 1dorcd like a (God : but twill be tos 
Too troubleſome to tell the ftory of my lite. > 
I many fortunes tride, ſometime di{daind, 
$cmerime reipced like 2 power divine : 
Now rich, then poore 3 now downe, then up aloft : 
Bit in the change of place,my fortunes never Chang's, 
T learn'd ro know and figh my former libertie : 
Anc aving 4780s, 1 returned to 
My homely bowreT in Elidis had : 
Whete (f30ds be prays'd) I did Mirtiflo buy, 
Who ſince, hath comforted all mine annoyes, 
- Via. Thrice happy they who can containe their - 
thoughts, 
And not through vaine and moſt immoderate hope, 
Leelſe the {weere taſted fruit of moderate good. 
Car. Who would haue rho vght Chaue waxkd - 
poore in goid. 
I thought have found in royall Palaces 
People of more humanitie, than heere, 
Which 1s the noble ornament of worthy ſprights :- 
But 1 (Yranio) found rhe contrary; 
Peopte in name and words right curteous, 
Lut in good deedes mott icarce, and Pities focs : 
People in face gentle and pleaſant fbll ; 
But fiercer than th'outragious (welling Sea : 
People with countenance all of charitie, 
Bur thorowly covecous, and fraught with Envy g 
he greater ſhowes they make , the lefle rroth 
they meane ?: 
That which is veitue o_her yhere, is there but vice: 
Vprighteſt deedes, true loue, pitty {lincere, 
inviolable faith of hand and heart, 
_ 8 
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The faithful Shepheard, 


A life moſt innocent ; theſe they efteeme 

But cowards ftill, and men of filly wits : 

Follies and vanities, that are ridiculous, 

©ooſenage, lying, theft, and rapine clad 

In holinefle, by others downefalles and their loſſe, | 

Rich ſtil to grow, to build their reputation 

On others infamy,.to lay fine ſnares 

To _ the innocent ; theſe are the vertucs of that | 
acc, 

No =—_— worth, reverence of age, | 

Ot law, or of degrec, no raines of ſhame, 

Reſpe&R of loue or þloud, nor memory TY 

Of any good receiv'd ; and to conclude, 

Nothing ſo reyerend, pureor juſt can be, 

That ſeemes forbidden to thefe gulfes of pride, 

Of honour ſo ambitious : ſo covetous 

Of petting ſtill. Now I that alwayes liv'd 

Vnwarie of their ſnares, and in my forchead had 

All my thoughts written, my heart diſcovered 3 

You well may judge, I was an open marke 

—.'Tathe ſuſpicious ſhafts of envious folkes. 

Fra. What can be happy in that captiue land, 

Where Envy ever vertue doth command ? 

Car, If {inceI trayailed, my Muſe had had 

As good a cauſe to laugh as thad to weepe, 

Perhaps my ſtile would haue beene fit thaue ſung, 

The armes, and honours, of my noble Lord, 

So that he needed not to haue envyed 

"Che brave Meonian trumpet of Achifles fame. 

1 might have made my countreies brovres beene girt 

With happy Laurel! too : But too inhumane is this 


- agcs j 
And too unhappy gift of Poetrie, 
DR | The 
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2 he fatibyull Shepheard. 

The Swans deſire a quiet neſt, a gentle ayrs 
Pernafſus never knew this byting care, 

Who quarrels-with his faith and fortune ſti, 

His voyce muſt needes be hoarſe, his ſong but ill 2 
But now t*.s time to ſeeke Mirtiflo out, 

Oh how this countrie's chang'd ! I ſcarcely know't 2 
But ſtrangers never want a guide that haue a tongue, 
Wee will enquire to the next harbour houſe, 

Where thou thy weary limmes mayſt well repole. 


ACT. 5. SCEN, 2s 


Titirus, Nu#16: 


[ VV Hich plaine I firſt (my child) of thee ? thy 


life 


| Oc honeſty ? 1le plaine thine honeſty, 
| Becauſe thy fire (though mortall) honeft was-: 
| And in thy Reed my life Vle plaine and ſpend, 


Of thy life and thine honeſty to ſee an end. 

O HMontanrs, onely thou with-thy devices 

And ill-cund Oractes, and wwth thy loue, 

And proud deſpiſer of my daughter, to this end,. 

Haſt brought my child. Oh doubtfull Oracles, 

How yaine you bee ? and honeſty gainſt loue = 

In youthful] hearts a weake defence doth proue, 

A woman whom no match hathever ſought, 

Is evill guarded from rhis common thought. 

Nun. If dead hee bee not:,. or that through the: 
ayre 

No windes have carrycd him, him might I finde : 

By: (ee bim now, yvhen leaſt I thoughs I ſhould 5 

BT G 5 O lazy 


The faltbfall — 


O late for mee, for thee too quickly found 3 
Exccpt the newes were better that] bring, © | 
Tit. Brings thou the weapon that hath {lint 
1y al q 
Nun. Not ehis but Icfle: But hovy heard 8 
this newes ? 
Tit, Why limes ſhe then > OS. 
Nun. Slice lives, and may do ill, EE 
For in her choyce itis to live'or die; OO 
Tit Oh bleſt be thou thar lifts me up from death. 
But how is the unſafe; linear her choyce it 1s 
'T'o line or die? 
Nun. Becauſe ſhee willnot, liue. - 
Tis. Shee will not live ? VVhat madneſſe makes 
- her thus ? | 
Nun. Anothers death | and if thou doft not moue 
her, 
Shee is ſo bent, as others {ndi ig yaine 
'T heir praying words... {c; _*/ 
Tit. VV by Rtaywee?: let us.goe- 
Nun. Whas, ſoic and fauce , the Temple ates, 
are ſhuts 1; 
- And know you not how i it ankowdal l is 
For avy one ſaue ſacerdutoll foote, 
T o touch the ſacredground, untill ſuch time 
7] he ſacrificeunto the Altars comes, 
Adorned with the Sanctuary rites ? | | 
Tit. Howif ſhee'ffe& her purpoic inthe while: I 
Nuz. Shee cannet, for-ſhee's kept, 
Tit. In the meone time, 
i hen tell ernely how 811 this is come to paſſe, 


m—_— Thy mourncfuil Child now Do before ca2 
. ef 5 


g's 


VYih 


Tv? faithful Shepheard, 
With Iookes of feare and griefe that teares broughs 
forth, 
Not oacly from us by, but by my troth, 
Ev'n fron the pillars of the Temples ſelfe, 
And hardeſt ftones that ſcem'd dto feele the ſame, 
VWs in atrice accus'd, convic't, condemu'd. 
Tit, Oh wretchc F: ciuld, and why was ſhee 
condemn'd ? 
Nun. Becauſe the grounds of her defence vvers 
{mall ; 
Beſides, 1 certaine Nymph, whom ſhe did call | 
In tcllimony of her innocence, 
Was abſcntnow, and none could find her ont: 
And fearefull fignes, and monſtrous accidents 
Of horrour in the Templ- prooy'd rhe doudts 
As dolorous to us, as ſtrange and rare, 
Nor ſcene fince we did feele the heave nly ire 
Thi did revenge Amintas loue betrayde, 
The firſt beginning of our miſery. 
Diingiwerout blou d, the Earth did lhake, 
T he {.:crcd Ca auc did bellow out unyonted howlin$ 
And d di irc re GUY cryes : 
Witt B, it breatid out ſuch a fſtinkin 2 malt, 
As Plutocs impure kingdoie hath no pole” 
fand nuw with ſacred orders goes the Prictt 
Tob 1g thy daughter to her ” bloody end, 
The wi lt Micreetto (rrondrous thing ro teil) 
Oftcer's by his 0:4nc deaingro giue her life 
Cry:n2, unbind thoſe hangs Conn rthy ſirinzs ) 
And 1 |: feed that ſhould be Sacritis)d 
Voro Diane dravy me to the Altars 
A Sacrifice ro my faice Amarillis. 
Tt. O admirable deed of fairhfull lonc 


Aj 


The faithfull Shepheard. 

And noble heart. 
Nun. Now heare a miracle : 

Shee that before ſo fearefull was to dye, 
Chang'd on the ſodaine by Mirti/loves words 
Thus anſwers with a boJd undaunted heart : 
Think'ſt chou(my deare)then by thy death to gaine 
Life to her death, thar by thy lite doth live. 


O micacle unjuſt: on Miniſters , on. on , why doe | 


ou ſtay ? 


Lead mee forthwith unto mine end': I'le no ſich 


pitty L | 

Mirtili replies, Liue cruell pitteous loueg 
My heart his ſpightfuil pity doth reprove : 
To meitlongs to die. Nay then tome 
(She anſwers) that by Law condemned am : 
' And heere a new begins a wondrous firife, 
As though that life were death, and death were life. 
(© ſoules well borne) O couple worthy of 
Erernall honour, never dying prayſe :- 
O living, and @ dying glorious loyers. 
Had I ſo many tongues, ſo many voyces, 
As heayen hath eyes, or Ocean ſea hath ſands : 
All would be dumbe and hoarſe in ſetting our 
'T heir wondrous and incomprehended prayſe.. 
Ecernall child of heaven, © glorieus dame, 
"That mortall deedes enchronirleſt to time, 
Write thou this Hiſtory, and ir infold 
In ſolid Diamond'with words of gold. 

Tit. Bur what end had this mortall quarrel} 

then ? | 

un. Mirti/fo vanquifketh ? O rare debate, 
Where dead on living gets the viRory. | 
"Lhe prieſt ſpeakes to your child, be quiet mm 

Ye 


. — = 
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The faithfull Shepherd. 
We cannot change this doomae,. for he muſt die 
That offers death, our law commands it ſo: 
And afcer bids, your daughter ſhould be kept, 
Leſt griefs extreme ſhould bring her deſperate death. 
Thus ſtood the tate when Montane ſent me for thee. 
Tit. In ſooth tis true , ſweet ſcented flowers ſhall 
ceaſe . 
To dwell on Rivers bankes, and woods in Spring 
Shall be wirhout their Leaues, before a Mayde 
Adorn'd with youth, ſhall ſer ſweet louec ar naught ? 
Bur if we ſtay till heere, how ſhall we know 
When itis:time unto the Church to go * 
Aur. Heere beſt of ally for in thisplace alas, 
Shall che good Shepheard ſacritized be, 
Tit. And why not in the Church ? 
Nus. Becauſe there where 
The fault is done, the puniſhment muft bee, 
Tit. And why not in the caue? there was the fauſt 
Aun Becauſe to open skies it muſt be hallow'd. 
Tir. And how xnowſt thou all theſe miſteriall 
rites ? 


Nun. From the High-prieft, who from Tireng had 
them, 


| For trie 4mintas and untrue Lucrize, 
{ Were ſacrifized fo : But now t'15 time to poez 


See where the ſacred-pompe ſoftly deſcends: - Z 
T were well done of us by this other way, 


Fo go unto the Temple to thy daughter. 


The faithful Shepheard, 


ACT. $- SCEN. 3. 


? - 7 y b + ; - Pp A 
C 0144 of YI: D/Caras y C701 XS of Prief: ; 
Montanus, Miitihy, 


Chorus of Shepheard:, 


H daughter of grear 7ove, fiſter ot phoby bright, | 


L1:»u ſecond T7, » To the blunder W OVIQ LA 
O1v To" 
ove lig Co 


Chor. Pii. Thou that with thy well temper'd vis | 


tall ray, 
Thy brot':ers wondrous hcate duſt well af{ay, 
V Vhich mak'ft (weete Note happuy bring forth 
Rich fertile births of Herbs, of Beaits, of Mcn : 
As thou his heat doſt quenci1, fo caline thine ire 
'T'!rar ſets .2rcadiass wretched hearts on fire, 
Chor, Shep. O daughter of great Jove Nc, 
Mon, Yea ſacred Prieſts the Altars icady make 
Shepheards deyout reiterate your ſounds, 
And call upon the name of our great Guddeile, 
Cho, Shcy. O daughter of great Ioue. &-. 
Mor. Now Shepheards ſtand alide » nor, you 
my ſervants _ 
Come not neere, except I call for you. 
Valiant young man, that to giue life elſe whete 
A bandoneſt chine ovne, die comforted ils tarre * 
T?is bur a ſpeedy figh, which you mult p-iTe ; 
For fo ſcemes death to nouble munided ipriz 
I hat once perform'd, this cavious age, 
V Vuh thouſands of her yeaves {143} not deface 


OI 


| 
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T he faithfall Shepheard, 

The memory of ſuch a gentle dced : 
Buc thou ſhalt live the example of trac furh, 
But tor aha Lave conim: inds thee ſacrifis? d, 
To vit! HOUT 2 YVore d, before thou kneel it, 
It thou haſt ought ro fy, (ay 1ty and hold thy peacs 
For ever alter tt he tr 

Attr. F Lets Jet it ve l awfull vor at I £211 !! thee { Og 

For though chou gay it nor, yer thou takit my | ” 
o_, be dy 1 to the ground - doe bequerth , my {ou} 

To her that 1s my life : but 1f thee dic 
As thee hath threacacd to doe j, aye mc 
VVhat part of mee jhall then remo1ine alin. 

h deat! were ſweet, if | but my mortal] parts _ 
Might dyc 9 and __ .my ſoule d14-not delre tt  -2 

me 

But if his putty ought deſerues ta dyes, 
For {over Ugne pitty then curteous father, 
Provide itce doe not dye z and wit": that hope 
More comtorted, Het ay my deftiaes, 
Thovsh with my death you me from her disjOyNe,. 
Yer ma: ake ir hue, that tice may meter ine, 

Aon. Scarie I contain from teares : 0 frayle mane 

Lind LN . . 

Be of good cheerc my fonne, T promiſe bt. def e, 
I {weare it by this bead , rhis ' hand take thou for. 


pledg 2c, . 
Mi. Then comforted, If "OY *N comforted: 3. 
'Tathee my . 124 7: 5 OC 3 Come, 
Soule of the fr: hful: +epatird,as thine cvne 
Do tou rCOe: UN , for wh tl y WWTCG Name 
My words 3:19 f if I will determine = yoht + 
BO now 0 deati 1] eat 1c and 1 21. 1 PC. ace, 


Ayn. On ſacred Mig! firs, kindle the t:we | 
Vide 


The faithfull Shepheard. 


With Erankinſence and Mirrhe , and Incenſe throww | 


thereon 
'Fhat the thicke vapoure may on high aſcend. 
Char. Shep. O daughter of great love &c. 


ACT. 5. SCBEN. 4. 


Carizo, Montanio , Nicander , Mittillog 
Chorns of Shepheards, 4 


Carino. 


VV=E Countreymen are heere, ſo brauely furs: | 


niſhed | 

Almoſt all-in a Livery 2 Oh what a ſhow 
Is heere ? how-rich, how full of pompe it is 7 
Truſt mee I thiake-it-is ſome ſacrifice, 

Mon. Reach mee (Nicander) the golden Baſon,. 
T har containes the juyce of Bacchus: fruit. 

ic. Behold t'is-ready heere. | | 

Mon. So may this fautlefle bloud 
Thy breft(Oh ſacred Goddefſe) mollifie, 
As do theſe falling droppes of Wine extinguiſh 
This blafing flame. So, take the Baſon, there 3 
Gine me the flyer. ewer now : 
Wis. Behold the Emer, 


Mon. So may. thine anger. ceaſe. with that ſame 


faithlefle. Nyrwph 
Frowedh, as. doth this fire. this falling ſtrearae extin- 
uilh. 
Car. This is ſome:{acrifice , but where's the holo« 
cault ? (end.. 
_ Mon..Now all is fir, there wants nought by the 
TAN; rn cs . jue 


'n } wn. 


T he faithful Shepheard, 


Giue me the Axe. Car. If I be not deceiv'd, 
I ſee a thing that by his backe ſeemeth a man : 
He kneeles, he is perhaps the holocauſt, 
1 Owretch ts ſo, the Prieſt holds him by thead 2: 
1 And haſtthou not unhappy countrey yer, 

After ſo many yeares heavens rage appeas'd ? 
1 Chor. Shep. O daughter of great Joue , Gfter of 
| Phebus bright, 

Thoa ſecond Titan , to the blinder world that giret 

light, 

a? Revengefull Goddeſle that for private fault, 
] Doſt publicke puniſhment on ns inflict, 

(Whether it be thy onely will or elſe 


| | Erernall providence immutable command) 


1 Since the infe&ed bloud of (Lyucrine falſe) 
Might not thy burning juſtice then appeaſe, 
| Drinke now this ingocent and voluntary ſacrifice, 
No lefſer faithfull then 4mintas was, 
] That at thy ſacred Altar in thy dire reyenge I kill. 
| Chor. Shep, O daughter of great 7owe , fiſter of 
Phab bright, 
*_ ſecond Titan, to the blinder world that giveſt 
thr, 
Mor” O how I feele my heart waxe tender now, 
Binding my ſenſes with unuſuall maze : 
So both my heart not dares, my hands unable are 
To lift this Axe, 
Car. Ile ſee this wretches face, 
And then depart : for pitty will not let me ſlay, 
Aon. _— againſt rhe Sunne my ſtrength doth 
taile, | 
And tis a fault to ſacrifice againſt the Sunne, 


T urne thou thy dying face toward this lull. 
| So 


The faithfull Shepheard, 


So now, t'is vel], 
Car. O vvretch ! what do T ſee? 
My ſfonne Mrtillo, is northis my ſonne ? 
Aon. Sonowl can, Car. It is cyen {o, 
Mon. V Volets my blow ? 
Car. What doſt thou ſacred Pricft ? 
Mon. O) man prophane, 
Why haſt thou held this holy Axe ? how daref 
Thou thy rath hands impoſe vpon the ſame * 


Cor. O my Mirtiflo, how cam'it thou to this © 


N': Goe dorard old and fooliſh,iniolent, 


Cer. I never thought riaue thee imbraced ti us, 


Xic. P:tch Rand aſide , thou mayſi not handie 


things | 
Sacred unto the Gods, with hands impure, 
Car. Deare to the Gods am aifoT, thar by 
Their good direQion hither came even novv. 


Mop. Nigander ceaſe, heare him , and turne him 


' hence, 


Car. Then curteous Pricſt , beforc thy ſword dotly 


liehr 
O . . ; 
Vpon his necke, why dyes this wretched Boy * 


1, by the Goddefle then ador'ft, befecch thee tell. 


Mon. By ſuch 1 beayecnly power taou conjur'ft, 


That T were wicked 1f I thee denicd : 
But whit wilt proht thee ? 
Car. Myvre than thou think'lt. 


Mon. Becauſe he for another willing is to die. 


Car. Dye for another 2 then T for him will dye 3. 


For pity then, thy falling blow direct, 
Llaftead of His, upon this wretched necke, 
Mon, Thou'doteſt friend. 
Car, Ana will you mec deny 


T 


_ 
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The AalIful ph owd, 


That e's" you g O21 © another man? 
Mygn. Thou art 


JA ſtranger nan, 


Car. Howif' I were not ſo ? 
Mon. No, coule't thou, for hee dyes but by 
exchange. 
Bu: tell mee, what art thou? FR habitc theyves 


[Thou art a ftsanger, no ArcaJian borne, 


Car. I an A. cadian am. 
Mon, 1 not remember 
Thar TI ever ſaw thee earſt, 
Car. Heere was I borne, 
Carino cald, and father-of this wrertch. 
Aon. Artthou Mirtilloes tather then ? thou com '(t 
Vnleckily both for thy ſclfe and mee : 
"rand now afide, leſt with thy fathers teares, 


Thou makeſt fruitleſſe, yaine our Sacrifice, 


Car. If thou a father vert ? 
Mor. I am a father man, 
A tender father of an onely ſonne 2. 
Tet were this ſame, my SHviges head, my hand 


Ihould be as ready for'c as 1'15 for this : 


For he this ſacred habite ſhall unworthy weare, 
That toa publike good, his privare doth preicure, 
Car. O ler me kifſe him yet before he Os, 
Mon. Thou mayſt not man. 
Car. Art thou ſo cruell ſonne 
Thou wilrnot anſwer thy ſad father once ? 2 
Mir. Good father hoid your peace, 
Aon. O wretched wee 
The holocauſt contaminate,0 Gods! 
Mir. The life you gauz, I cannot better gue, 


Then for her take, yvho (ule deſcrucs to live. 
Mqn, Oh 


The faithfull Shepheard, 

Aqgz. Oh thus I thought his fathers teates woul; 

make | | 
Him breake his ſilence, 

Mir. Wretch with erronrt haue 
I done, the law of filence quite I had forgor. 

Mon, On Miniſters, why doe we ſtay fo lone ? 
Carry himto the Temple bake to th'holy Cell, 
There take againe his voluntary yow. 

Then bring bim backe, And bring new Water tos, 
N gg new Fire : diſpatch, the Sunne grow: 
OW. 


ACT: 5. SCEN, 5. 


Montan. Carine, Dametas. | 


Monton. 


— 


BY: thanke thou heavens thou aged impudensy 
Chou art his father ? if thou wert not: well, 
(I ſware by this ſame ſacred habite on my head 


vweare) 
Thow thoul@Rt fone taſte hoy ill I brooke thy beld- 
neſle. 
Why, know'ſt thow who-I am > knows thou tha - 


with 
This Rod I rule affayres both humane and divine ? | 
Car. I cry you mercie holy ſacred Prieſt. 
Mon. I (affered thee ſo long, till thou grow'ſt inſe- 
lent. 


Knoweit thou not Rage that Juſtice Rirreth up, _ 
- 


oul; 


5 
WL 


The faithfull Shephard. 
he longer t'is delayde, the greater t'is ? 
Car. Tempeſtuous fury never waigned rage, 
n breſts magnanimous, but that one blaſt 
0f Generous effe& could coole the ſame : 
But if 1 cannot grace obraine, let me | 
ind juſtice yet, you cannot chat deny, 
aw makers be-not freed from the lawes: 
aske you jaftice, juſtice grant me then, 


TYou re unjuſtif you HMirritly kill, 
| Mon. Letme then know how I can beunguſt ? 


Car. Did you not tell me it unlawtull was 

To ſacritize a ftrangers bloud? 

Mor. ltold youſo, 

And told you that which heavens did command. 

Car, He is a ftranger you would ſacrifice. 

Mon. A ſiranger, how ? 1s hee not then thy 
ſonne ? 

Car. Letit ſufhiſe, and ſceke no further nov, 

Mon. Perhaps becauſe you not begot him heere. 

Car. Ofc he leaſt knowes, that moſt would un- 


derſtand. . 
Mon. Heere wee the kindred meane , and not the 
Lace, 


Car. I call him iranger, for Tgot him not. 

. Mo. Is he thy (onne, and thou begotſt him not? 

_ Car. He is my fonne, though I begot him not, = 

_ Didſt rhou not ſay that hee was borne of 
thee ? | 

Car. 1 ſaid he was my ſonne, not borne of mee, 

Mon. Extremitie of griefe huh made thee mJd. 


. Car. If I were mad, I ſhould nar feele my griefe, 


Alon. T hou act ore-mad, or eife a lying man. 
Car, Alying maa will never tell the truth, 


Mgn, Hov 


The e farthfall Shephcard,,. 


Aſon. How can it bee, ſonnc and not ſonr <5: 
Once ? 


Car.” The ſonne of Toue, ard nor of match re les $.| 


Mon. Is he thy tonne ? he is no izanger then: 
If nor, chou haft nv part at all in him : 
F-rhcr or not, tus rhou convinced art, 


Car. Wi: h words and not with truth I a1 Cone | 


viic't. 
Mon. His faith is doubted that his words con» 
traries. 
Car. Yet do I ſay thendoſta decd unjuſt, 
Mon. On this my head, and on my Sitviges head, 
Let my injuſtice fall. +- hy 
Car. You mill repent it, "0 
_ You ſhall repent, if you my duty niditer 
. T c:1] ro witnefle men and Gods. | 
_ Gods you 
'T'o witneſſe c:ll, that you deſpiſed haue, 


Car. Since you'le not heare mee , heare mee 


heaven and earth. | 
Miriill a ſtranger 1s, and not my ſonne, 
zou do prophane your holy ſacufice. 
Munn. Heavens aide mee from this Bedlam man; 
YVho is his father fince heers not your tonne ? 
. Car, I cannot re!l you, I am ſure not I, | 
Mon. See how he wavers,is he not of .your bloud ! 
Car. Ohno. 
Mon. Why do you call him ſonne ? 
Cay. Becauſe I from his cradle hauc him aourift!'t 
ll, 
And eyer loy'd him like my ſonne. 
Aon. Bought you lim 2 ole you him ? ,vvhere had 


you him ? | 
Car. A 


| 


I 
[ 
| 
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— 


The faithful Shepheard, 


Car. A curieous franger in Elidis gaue me him, 

Mon. And that Came firanger , where had hee the 
child g 

Car. I gaue him, 


"Py 


H1n. I how moov'lt at once difdaine and lavghe. 


ter. 

Euft thou him gawt, and then had'ft Eim in gift. 
Car. T gaue him thor which T with him had touns 
Mon, And where had you iii ? , 

Car. ln alov hole, 

Of dainty Mirtle trees uron Lpheus backe 3 

And for chis cauſe Mirti/lo | inm call'd, 
Mon. Heres a fine tale, what hauc your Woods no 

beaſts? 

Car. Ot many ſorts. 

Mon, How (cap'd he being devour'd ? 

Car. A ſpeedy Torrem brought him to this hole, 
And icft him in the bc ſome of a little Ile, | 
On every fide defenged with the ſtreame. 

Mon. Avi were your ſtreames ſo pittifall thev 

drown'd 11m not ? | ; 

Your &yv«i> ;cntle are rhat children nurſe 
Car. Lad in 3 cradle ke a little ſhip, 

With other Ruffe the waters wound together, 

He was'{afe brought by chance unte this hole, 

Atogn. Laid in 2 cradle? 

Car. Ina criglc lazd. 

Mn. And but 2 child ? 

Car, ] bu: a terdcr child. 

9172. Howlong was this agoe ? 

Cai. Cat up your count | 
Is It 20t mInetLCNe Yeurls ce thc grcat fAoud 2 
Yo LON- US {1:4CCs , 


M;p. Ol, 
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The faithfull Shepheard, 


Mon. Oh how I feele a horror ſhake 
My bones. 

Car. He knowes not what to (ay ? 
Oh wicked a&, orecome yet will not yeeld : 
Thinking Youtſtrip mein his wit, as mach 
As in his force, I heare hun murmur, 
Yer he nill bewray that he convinced-is. 

Mon. What intereſt had the man you ſpoke of in 
'F hat child ? ws he his ſonne? 

Car. I cannor cell. - 

Aon. Had hee no better Knowledge then of it 

then thus ? 

Car. Nor that knowT. 

Mon. Know you him if you (ce him ? 

Car. o ſeem'd a Shepheard by his Cloathes and 

aces 

Of middle ſtature, of blacke haire his beard 
And eye-browes were exceeding thicke. 

Mon. Shepheards, come hither ſoone. 

Dam Behold we are ready here. 

Mon. Which of theſe did he geicmble then ? 

Cer. Him whom you talke withall he did not onely 

leeme, 
But 'cis the ſame , who though't bee twenty. yearcs 
agoe, | 

Hath not awhit alter'd his ancient looke. \ 


Hon. Stand then atide, Dametas ſtay with mee, | 


Tell me, know'ſt thou thisinan ? 
Dam. Me ſeemeth (o, 
But yer know noc where. 
Car. Himcan I putin minde. 
Mon. Lee me alone, tine you aſide awhiſfe} 
Cq:, I your commandment ;viliingly obey, = 
Mon. Now 


_ "LD o_c6 [þ- a» a 


| 


The faithfull Shepheard, 


Mon. Now anſwer me Dameras, and take heed 
You do not lye, t'is almoſt twentie yeares 
Since you return'd from ſeeking out my child, 
Which the outragious River bare away: 


1Did = not tell me you had ſearch'd in vaine 


All that ſame countrey with Alphexs waters ? 
Da. Why aske you this ? 
Mon. Did not you tell me him you could not find; 
Da. IgrantT told you ſo. | 
Mon. What child then was it (tell me) which you 
aue 
Ynto this ſtranger which did know you here ? 
Da. Will you I ſhould remember what I did 
So long agoe ? old men forgetfull are. 
Mon. Is not he old ? yet he remembers it, 
Da. Tulh he doth rather dote. 
Mon. That ſhallwe ſee, 
Come hither ftranger, come. 
Car. I come. Da. Oh that 
Thou wert as farre beneath the ground. 
Mop. Tel! mee, 
Is this the ſhepheard that gane thee the gitt ? 
Car. This ſame is hee. 
Da. What gifc is* thou ſpeak'ſt of ? 
Car. Doſt not remember in the temple of Oltmpick 
Jone, 
Having had anſwer of the Oracle, 


JAnd being ready to depart, met with thee, 


And ask'd thee of the Oracle, which thoudeclar'dfſt, 
After I rooke thee home uato my houſe, 
Where did'{t chou not giuc me an Infant child, 
Which in a cradle thou had'{t lately- found ? 
Ds. And what of that ? 
H Car. This 


The faithful Shepheard, 
Car. This is that very child, 
Which ever ſince I ike mine owne haue kept, | 
Ard at theſe Altars muſt be ſacrifis'd, 
Pe. O force of deſtiny. 
Mon. Yet wilt thou faine ? Ng 
Is it not true Which he hath told thee heere ? 
Da. Oh were Idead as ſure as it:is rrue. 7h 
Mon. Ap wherefore'did'ſt thou give anethers 
oods ? 
Da O maſter ſceke no more, let this ſuffice. 
Mon. Yet wilt thou hold me off and ſay no mote? 
Villaine thaudyeſt if I but ake againe. 
7a. Becauſe the Oracle foretold me that the child 
Should be in danger on his fathers-hands-- 
His death to haue'tf: he returned home.: 
Car, All this is true, for this he told me then. 
F{0n. Ay me, it is too manifeſt, rhe caſe is cleare. 
Gar. What reſteth then, would. you more proofe 
than this ? eds | "_ | 
Mon. The provfe's tov greats too.myuch-haue you 
geclar'd, ar 1: TFT 5b 
Too much underſtand, 6 Carias, Carino, 
How 1 change griefe and fortynes now With tkine, 
How thy afftetions now are waxen mine.” / 
This4s my ſonne, O moſt unhappy:{anne, ''o. . 2 
OF a more wretched father, More ſayadge wes. 
The water in him ſaying, thaninmoningquite.away,. 
Since at theſs ſacred Altars by thy fathers hands 
Thou muſt be laine, a wofull ſacrifice; 
And thy poore bloud muſt waſh thy natiue ſoyle, 
Car. Art. thou Mirtifoes father then? how loſt 
you him ?, EINE? | 
Mgn. The dcluge raviſht him, whom when 1169, 
| £ ] tef* 


EL Abe: a4 
The faithfull Shephard.” 
| left more ſafe, now found I leefe him moRt, 
Car. Eternall providence which: with thy counſell 
haſt | 
Brought all theſe accurrents to this onely poynt, 
Tirart great with child of ſome huge monſtrous 
birets, ** api 7 
Either gre ar good of ill chou wilt bririg forth, 
Hon. This was my lleepe foretold, deceitfull 
ſleepe. | 
Inill coo true, in good too lying fill, 
This was th'unwonted pitty , and the ſudden horro: 
I felt to ftay the axe and ſhake ty bones: 
For nature ſure abhorres a ſtroke ſhould come 
From fathers hands, ſo vilde abbominable. 
Car, Will you then execute the wicked ſacrifice ? 
Mon. By other hands he may not at theſe Altars 
die, LE CL a 
Car. Why will father murderthenchefognes | 
Mon. So bids outlaw, and were it pitty to ſpare. _ 
Him ſince the true Amyntas would not ſpare bum- 
OE Þ HE 
Car. O wicked Fates,me whither haue ye brought? 
Mon. To ſeetwo fathers [ovetaigne pitry made a 


homicide,' * | Fa Fg Ong "Je *1 BY 
Yourmto Mitrilo, mine'unio the Gods,. | 
His father you denying for to bee, © 
Him thoeght to ſave, and him you loft thereby, 
Thinking and ſeeking, I ro kill your ſonne,,...; ,*.. - 
Mine owne haue found, and muſt mine one 2ot 


wil SAY FEYIS 
Car. Behold the monſter horrible this fare brings 
forth, *  OTS PE TO ff 


H 2 O crae!} 


The faithfull Shepheard, 


O cruell chance (Mirtillo) 6 my life. 
Ts this that which the Oracle told of thee ? 
T hus,in.mynatiue ſoyle haſt thou me happy made ? 
O ſonne of me poore old and wretched man, 
Lately my hope, my life, now my diſpaire and death, 

Mon. To me Caring leaue theſe wofull teares, 
T plaine my bloud : my bloud, why (ay I fo, 
Since I it thead ? poore ſonne why gotT thee ? 
Why wert thou borne ? did che milde waters ſaue thy 
T he cruell. father might the ſame bereaue ? (life, 
Sacred immortall powets, without whoſe deep inlighc 
No wave doth tirre in (eas, no blaſt in skies, 
' Noleafe upon the earth, What great offence 

Haue T commited, that 1 worthy am | 
With my poore off-ſpring for to warre with heayen? 
If I offended haue, 6 yet my ſonne . , 
What hath he done you cannot pardon him ? 
O fapiter che great diſdainefull blaſt - 
.; Would quickly ſuffocate mx aged ſcale, . >” 
> But if thy thunderbolts will not, my yyeapons ſhall, 
- The dolotrous ex:mple Ile renew, 
Of good Amyntas our beloved Prieſt, 
My (onne amarz'd ſhall ſce his father ſlaine, 
| EreI a father will goe kill my ſonne: 

Die thou Montanus, Cis wr. | ft -7 thee, 

O powers, I cannot ſay whether of heayen.or h 
That agitate with. th d4iſpairctull mindes,, Mt 
Behold your fury,thus it pleaſeth you, ' 

_ T nought defire ſauc onely ſpeedy death, : | 
' Apoore defire my wretched life toend, . 
Some comfort ſeemes to my ſad ſpright to ſend. 
Car. Wretched old man. asgreatcrflames. do din 
The lefſerlights, even'fo the ſorrow I —_ _ 
. Ds 


8: 
4 
VE, 


The faithfull Shepheard, 


Yo of thy griefe conceine, hath pur ogg mine 
"Thy caſe alone deſerveth virry ev 2 « ; 


ws ACT, Ss, SCEN, 6, : 


Tirenio, Montanus, Carino, © 


YOfely my ſonne, and ſet thy feet ſecure, 
Theu muſt uphold me in thifrugged way; 
Thou art my bodies eye I am thy mindes, 
And when thou com'(t before the Prieſt, there Ray. 
Mqn. 1s't not the reyerend T'rrenio which I {ee ? 
Who blind on earth, yet ſecth all in heayen ? 
Some great thing moyes him thus, theſe many yeazts 
I ſaw him not out of his holy Cell, | 
Car, God grant he brings us happy newes. 
Afon. Father Tirenio, what's the newes with you ? 
You from the temple ? how comes this to paſle ? 
' Tixs. Toyoul come for news,yet bring you news; 
How oft blind eyes doe ayde the inward fight, 
The whil'& the minde untrave'd with wilde fights, 
Withdrawes into it ſelfe, and Lincews eyes 
Doth ſer a worke in ſightlefle ſenſes blinde, 
We may not Montane paſſe ſo lightly ore 
' The ynexpeRed things,chat heavenly mixture tempers 
with humane, | 
Becauſe the Gods do not converſe on earth, 
Nor parly hold with mortail men at all. 
But all theſe workes ſo great ſo wonderfull, 
Which the blinde world to blinder chance a(cribes, 
Is nothing but celeſtiall councell ralke, , 
So ſpeake th'eternall powers amongſt themſelves, 


Whoſe voyces though they touch their deafened cares, 
H 3 Yer 


The fakthfull Shepheard. 


Yet do,they ſound to. "3b Riba that underſtand. 
O _ » 6 ſixectimes happy he that underſtands it 
well. 
The good) Niegndey as thou didſt command , 
StayeStocondutt the holy ſacrifice, 
But I retain'd him by. an accident }. 
That's newly falne : the which (I know not) all 
Vnwonted and confſus'd, twixt hope and feare, 
—_ my ſenſe, 1, cannotunderitand , NE the 
cfle ET ; 
F comprehend the-more I do conceivee- ; i! 
Mon. I hat which you know not veretch 2 Lon 
tos yvell, 
But tell ne can =: Fates hide ought Fd thee 2. 
That pierceſt to the deep'lt of DeRinies,, | 
Tire, It (ſonne) the uſc divine of light propheial 
Were natures gift, and not the gitr of. heaven, *: 
Then might” it thoulce as well a as/l,that Fares, 
| Secrets, bmetime deny -Qur working, mindes, 
_ Thus onely t'1S that makes-me come to thee _ 
That 1 might better be infoxrm'd who r'is ' 
| Thar is diſcoyered father to the youth 
| That's anon to die (if I Nicander underſtand.) 
t Mon. . \Thas Father you deſire tro know am I. 
 ... Te, Youfather of our Goddeſle ſacrifice? , 
Mn. 1 " the wretched” father of that yueerched 
ſonne... .., 
RL. Of that ſame Fairhfull ſhepheard , that to 


Life to 56 PR wes himſelfe to death ? 
Mon. His that pi death.giyeth anorher life, - 
Yet by thatdeath kills him, —__—_ him lifc.. 
- Tire, AN true:> - = 
Mo, Bchold 


The faithful Shepheard, 
Mon. Behold my witneſſe heere. / 
Car. That whichhe ſaith is true, 
Tire. And who art thou ? | 
Car. Iam Carino his father thought till now. 
Tire. Is this the child the floud fo bare away 2 
Mon, The very ſame. be 
Tire. And for this then doſt thou 
Montanus call thy ſelfe a wretched father ? 
O monſtrous blindnefle of theſe earthly mindes, 


-- In what adarke profound and miſty night 
| Of exrdrs be they drowned ? when thous heavyeuly 


.-- ſonne - 
Doſt not enligfiten them + Montanus thou 
Art blinder in thy mind than I of eyes, 


' That doſt not ſee thy (elfe the happieſt father 


And deareſt to the gods that ever yet did child beger. 

"This vas the ſecret which the Fates did hide, 

This is that happy day, with ſo much bloud 

So many teares we did expect. 

Thisis the blefled end of our diſtrefle. 

O thou Montanu turne into thy ſclfe, 

How is the famous Oracle forgot, 

Printed i*th hearts of all Arcadia ? 

No end there is for that which you offends, 

F11l rwo of heavens ifſue loue unite, _.* 

The'teares of joyes ſo ſatisfie my heart” © 

I cannot utter it. No end there is, A 

No end there is to rhat which you offends, © 

Till two of heavens iflue loue unite, noe 

And for the ancient fault of that falſe wight, 

A faithfull fhepheards pitty make'amendgs, - , _ 

Tell me Montanzs, is not this thy ſonne 2 

Heavens iMue ? is not 4marifn ſor Con 
H 4 Wha ; 


v 
# 


The faithfall Shepbeard, 

Who hath united. them but holy laue 2 
Silvio by parents. force eſpouſed was 
To 4mariflis, whom he hated till, 
If thou thereſt examine, you ſhall plainely ſee 
. The fatall yoyce onely Mirtillo meant. 

For fince Amyntas chance where have we ſecne 
- Such faith in loue that might coequall this ? 
Whofipce ampjnras willing was to die 
For afyNymph. onely Mirti/lexcepr, 
This j$that faithful] Shepheards pitty,which deſcrues 
Tocancell that fame ancient error of Lucaine. 
With-this deed is the heavens ire appeas*d, 
Rather than with the ſhedding humane bloud, 
Rendring unto th'eternal] juſtice, that 
Which female treachery did take away. 
Hence t'was no ſooner he unto the ten:ple came, 
There to renew his vow, but ſtraight did ceaſe 
All thoſe prodigious fignes, now did 
The holy Image (weat out bloud no more, 
Nor fhooke the ground, nor any noyſe or ftinch 
Came; from the Caue, ſaue gracious harmony, 
And odours. O ſweet mighty providence, 
O heavenly Gods, had 1 all words, all hearts, 
All to chy honour would Iconſecrate : 
But to my power ile render you your due. 
Behold upon my knees © heavenly powers, 
I praiſe your name, how much am I oblig*d 

hat you haue let me liue unto this day ? 
An hundred yeares I haue already worne, 
And never yet was life ſo ſweet as now : 
I but begin to line, now amT borne againe. 
Why lecſc I time with words thatunto deedes is due ? 
Helpe me up ſonne, without thee can I not 


 Vpraiſe 


The faithfull Shepheard, 


Vpraiſe theſe weake and feeble members ſonne. 
Mon. Tirenio hath wak't ſuchzoy in me 
Vanited yet with ſuch a miracle 
| As1 ſcarce feele I joy, nor can my ſoule 
Confounded ſhew me high retained mirth, 
| O gracious pitty of the higheſt Gods, 
O fortunate'4rcadia, O earth, 
| More happy thaa all earths beneath the ſunne, 
So deare's thy good, I haue forgot mine owne, | 
And my beloved ſonnes, whom twice I loſt,. 
And twice againe haue found, theſe ſeeme a drop 
To the huge waues of thy greatgood : 0 dreame, 
O bleſſed dreame, celeſtiall vifion rather. 
Arcadia now thou waxelt bright againe. 
Tire. Why ſtay wee Montane now? heavens not: 
expet 
A ſacrifice of rage, but thankes and louey 
la ſtead of death our Goddefſe now commands: 
Of matriage knor a ſweet ſolemnitic : 
But ſay how farre's to night? 
Aon. Not paſt one houre, | 
T'i. Then to the temple turne, where let thy ſonne 
Eſpouſed be to Amarills ftraight, whom he may lead. 
Vnto his fathers houſe before the ſunne be ſer, 
So heavens command. Come, gow Montanus gave. 
Mon. Take heed Tirenio we do not violate 
Our holy law, can ſhe her faith now giue 
Vnto Mirti/fo, which the Silvio gaue ? 
Gar. And unto Silyis may ſhe give her faith, 
So ſaid thy ſervant, was Mirtiflo calPd, 
Though I more lik'd Mirti/lo him to name. 
Mon. That's very true, I did revive hisna me - 
Iathis my-younger ſonne. 
a I H 5s Ti, That 


The faithful Shopheard. - 

Tire. That doubr's well clear'd, now let us goe. 

Mon. Carino-go with us, this day Mirtiflo hath 
Two fathers tound , Montane a ſonne , and thou 

a brother. 

Car. In loue.Mirti/loes father, and your brother, 
| Inreverence a ſervantto you both: | 
And fince you are {o kind to me, I pray you then 
Bid my companion welcome- for my ſake. . 

Mon. Molt welcome both, 

Car. Etcrnall heavenly powers, 
How diverſe are your high untroden wayes 
By which your favours doe on usdeſcend, 
From thoſe ſame crook't deceirfull parhes whereby 
Our thoughts would faine mount up into the sky ?- 


ACT.5. SCEN., 7. 
©. Coriſca, Linc. 


? Taco, belike the ſpightfull Silvio 
L.When leaſt he meant, a Lover is.-become, 
Burt what became of her ? 
Lin. We carryed her. re: 
To Sitvices houſe, whoſe mother her imbrac't 
With teares of joy orgriefe I know not whether, 
Glad that her ſonne is waxt a loving ſpouſe, - 
But ſorry. for the Nymphs miſhap, and that 
She is a ſtepdame ey1ill furniſhed 
Of two daughters in Law: playning one dead, 
Another woundedq JC: 3, 
Cor. Is Amarillizdeadi?,, 
in, She muſt dic flraightgfor ſo. doth fame FepAR 
; Yor 


- 
_ 


T ht faithfull Shepheard, 


For this T goe to comfort old Montans, 


| Who leeſing one ſonnes wife, hath found another, - 


Cor. Then doth Dorinda liuc ? 
Lin. Live? I *twere vvcll 
Thou wert (0 well. 
Cor. Her wound not mortall was. 
Lin. Aad thee becne dead , yet Sitvices cunning 
would 
Haue her reviy'd. 
Cor. What art her heal'd ſo ſoone ? | 
Tin. From top to toe ile tell the wondrous cure. 
About the wounded Nymph Rood men and women, 
E ack with a ready hand, but trembling heart. 
But faire Dorinda would not any ſhould 
Saue Sitvig touch her, ſaying that the hand ' ' -- © 
Which was her hurt, ſhould be ker remedy, '* 
Szwio, his mother; and 1, Rtay'd there alone, 
Working with counſell roo,one with his hand, | 
S!vio when gently he had wip'd away. | 
The bloudy ftreames that Rain'd her lvory flcfn, 
Aflayes to draw the ſhaft out of the wound, 
Bur the vilde ſteele yeelding unto his hand, 
Left hidden in the wound the harmefull he: d, 
Hence came the griefe, for *rwas impoſſible 
With cunning hand or dainty inſtrument, 
Or other meanes, to draw it ont from thence, 
Opening the wound perhaps with wider wound 
He might haue found the ftecle with other ſtcele. 
So moughr he do, or ſo he muſt haue done, 
But too too pittious, and too loving now 
W as Sitviges hand, for ſuch hke cruel! pitty 
By ſuch hard meancs, lone never healech wounc's,” - 
Although it ſcenvd to her that paine it (elfe ah 
, as 


 Thefaithfull Shepheard. 
Was pleaſant now berweene her $itvices hands, 
 Henot amaz'd (ayes thus : this head ſhall eut, 
And with lefle paine than any will beleeue. 
I put it there, and though I be not able ſtraight 
Totake it out, yet with the uſe of hunting 
7 will reſtore the lofle I haue by hunting. 
I] ave remember now an herbe that is well knowne 
Vato the {ayadge Goate when he is wounded 
With ſome Huntſmans ſhafc : this they to us, 
Nature to them bewray*d,and tis hard by. 
All ſuddenly he parts unto a neighbour kil}, 
And there a bundle gathers, ſtraight to us 
He comes, and out he drawes the juyce thereof. 
And mingles.it with vervine ſeed, and roote 


Of Centaures bloud,making a playſter ſoft, 


Which on the wound he lates : vertue miraculous, 
The paine ſtraight ceas'd,the bloud was quickly:Raid;, 
"The ſteele ſtrajghtway without or toile or paine;. 
The workemans hand obeying, iflues out. 
And now her ſtrength returnes to her againe, 
As though-ſhe had novſuffered wound at all : 
"Nor was it mortall, for it had untoucht 
Both left the bones and bellies outward runne, 
And onely pierſt into the muſclouſe flanke. 

Co. Great vertue of an herbe,but much more.great 
For fortune of a woman haſt thou told. 

Lin. That which berweene them paſt when this. 
was done, - 
Is better to begefl'd at than be old. 
Dorinda ſure is well, and with her fide 
Can ſerue her ſe]fe to any uſe ſhe likes. 
Thou think'ſ ſhe hath engur'd more wounds by: 

thus, | | 

Bu. 


The faithfull Shepheard. 


But as the piercing weapons divers are, 
So are the younds: of ſome the griefe is ſharpe,. 
Of ſome tYis ſweet, one healing waxeth ſound, 
The lefle another heales, the ſounder t'is. 
In hunting:he to thoote ſuch pleaſure found, 
That now he loues he cannot chooſe but wound, 
Cor. Still thou wilt be that amorous Ltrco. 
Lin. In minde but not in force my deare Coriſts, 
Gre' '- blooms detire within this aged trunke, 
Z4' Now Amarills hath refign'd her life, 
= W'.lgo (ce what deaie Mirti/lo doth, 


ACT 5. SCEN, 8, 
Ergaiio. Coriſcae. 
Erga. 


'®] day of wonders, day all loue, all grace, 
All joy, © happy tand, 6 heavens b<nigne, 

Cor. See where Ergaſtois, he comes in time, 

Erg. Now all things joyfull are, the earth, the aieg, 
The skies, the fire, the world, and all chings laugh, 
Our joyes haue pierc't the loweſt hell, nor is 
There any place that not partakes our blifſe, 

Cor. How jocund is this man ? 

Eg. 'O happy woods. 

That often figh'd and wept our wofull caſe, 

Bnjoy our joyes, and uſe as:many tongues 

As leaues that leape at ſound of theſe ſweet windes; . 
Which fil'd with our rejoycingscalmely (miles, © 
>Ing they the ſweet adventures of theſe friends. 

Cor, He ſpeakes of Sivis and Dyrindg ſure; 4 

2 | Well. 


The faithful Shepheard. 


Well, we muſt liue, teares areno ſooner eb'd, 
But ſtraight the floud of joy comes hufling in, 
Of Amarillis not a word hee ſpeakes 
Onely takes care to joy with them that joy. 
Why tis well done, forelſe this humane life 
Would fill be full of fighes : whither away 
Ergafogo'ilt ſo pleaſantly, unto ſome marriage ? 
| Erg. Even (o,but haſt thou heard the happy chance 
Of the two fortunate Lovers ? is't not rare Cori/a? 
Cor. To my contentment even now I heard 
it all 
Of Lincogand 't doth ſomewhat mitigate 
The griefe 1 for my Amarilli feele. 
Erg. Why Amarillis ? Of whom think'ſ thou I 
| ſpeake? 
Cor. Of Silvio and Dorinda man. 
Erg. What Sitvio ? what Dorinda ? thouknow'ſt 
nought, 
My joy growes from a higher noble roote. * - 
1 4marifis and Mirtifto ſing, 
T he beſt contented ſubjeRts of loves ring. 
Cor. Why is not 4maiiflis dead ? 
Erg. How dead ? | 
I tell thee ſhee's a bright and merry Bride. 
Cor, Was ſhe net then condemned unto death ? 
Erg. She was condemn'd, but ſoone releaſt againe, 
Cor. Tet thou me dreames ? or dreaming do I. 
heare ? 
Erg. Thine eyes-ſhall tell thee if thow'le tay. a 
while, | 
Soone ſhalt thou ſee her with her -faithfull friend 
Come from the Temple,where they plighted haue 
Their marriage troth, and ſo go to Montanus hou 
| * 


__ L 


The faithful Shepheard, 


To reape {weet fruit of their long amorous toiles, 

O haditthou ſeenc (Coriſca) the huge joy, 

'The mighty noyſe of joyfull voyces, and 

Th':innumerable rroups of men and women, 

Thou ſhould'f{t have tcene , old , young, {acred an 
propane, | 

But little leflc than mad or drunke with mirth. 

With wonder who ranne nor unto che lovers ? 

Each revercnce to each them embraced were. 

Some prais'd their pitcy, ſome their conſtancy. 

Some pr.is'd the gitcs that /ove, and ſome that nature 

ues 3h 

The hills, the dales, the medowes did reſound.,. 

The glorions name of faithfull ſhepheard, 

From a pocre ſhepheard to become ſo ſoone 

A Demi-God, and in a moment paſſe 

From life to death, the neighbour obſequics 

To change for unexpeRted and diſpaired nuprialls, 

This is ſomewhat (Cortca) bur not halfe, 

Her to enjoy, for whom he ſought to die, 

Her that diſdain'd to liue if hee had dy'd, 

TT his is fortune, this is ſuch a ſweet 

As thought prevents and yet thou art not glad, 

Is not thy Amarillis then as deare.to thee, 

As my Mirtiflo isto mice 7 

Cor. Yes, yes, Ergaſto, ſce how glad Tam. 

Erg. O hadſt theuſcene but 4marillis when 
She gaue Mirtiffher hand for pledge, and tooke' 
His hand againe, thou cably hadft perceiy'd 
A ſweet but unſeene kifle : I could not ſay, 
Whether ſhe rooke it, or the gaue it him... | 
Her cheekes would haye the pureſt colour Rain'dg . | 
Pusple or Roſes, Art or nature brings, 


- 


Hovy. 


The farthfull Shepheard, 

| How modeſty was arm'd in dainty ſhield 
- Of ſanguine beauty, with force of that ſtroke 

Vato the ſtriker turned, whil'ſt ſhe all nice 

Seemed as though ſhe fled, but to recover force 

Shee might more ſweetly encounter that ſame blow, 


\ Leaving itdoubtfull if this kiſſe were given or ta'ne, 


_ With ſuch a wondrous Art it granted was. 

'T his raken ſweet, was like an ation mixt 
With rapine and with yeelding both-at once,. 
And ſo curteous, that it ſeem'd co craue 

The very thing that it denying gaue : 

Such a retrait, and ſuch a ſpeedleiſe flight, 

As mead the pace of the purſuers might. 

O ſmceteſt kilſe,I cannot ſtay Coriſca, 

I goedirefly I to finde a wite : 

For mongſt the joyes there is no pleaſure ſure, 
If gentle loue do not the ſame procure. 

Cop. It he ſay true, then thou Cori/ca.haft loſt all: 


ACT. 5. SCEN. 9; 
Chorus of Shepheards, Coriſca, Amarillis, Mirtilta, 
Chor. Shep. 


ome holy Himeneus, come thu Even 

—* According to our vowes, and to our ſongs, 

Dreſſe thou theſe Lovers as them beſt belongs. 
Both t one andt other of the ſeed of heaven, 
Knit thou the fatall knot this bleſſed Even. 
Cor. Ah meit is too tcuey this is the fruit 
Thou from thy ſore of vanities mult reape, 
© thoughts, © my-defires, no lefle unjuſt = 
11a 


T he faithfull Shepheard. 


Than falſe and vaine. Thus of aninnocent 
I ſought che death to have my beaſtly will, 
So bloudy cruelt was I then, (o blinde. 
Who opens now mine eyes ? Ah wretch, I (ce 
My fault moſt foule that ſeem'd felicitic, 
Chor. Shep. Come holy Himeneus, & Cc. 
See faithfull Shepheard, after all thy tcares, 
All thy diſtrefſes , whither thou art come, 
Is not this ſhee from thee was ta*ne away 
By law of heaven and earth ? by cruell fate ? 
$y her chaſt will ? and by thy poore eftate ? 
By her faith given another man, and by her death ? 
Behold HMirtilo now fhee's onely thine, 
This face, theſe eyes, this breft, cheſe dainty hands, 
All that thou fee'ſt , heart, and feel't , ſo often 
ſought | | 
In yaine by thee, are now rewards become 
Of thine undaunted faith, yet thou art dumbe. 

Mir, How can I ſpeake, I ſcarce know if I breathe, 
Nor what I ſee, I ſcarce belecuel ſee : 

Let Amarillis you that pleaſure giue, 
In her alone my ſoules affcAuons liue. 

Chor. Shep. Come holy Himeneus Wc. 

Cor. What do ye now with me treacherous toies, 
Vilde frenzies of the body, ſpots of the ſoule ? 
Youlong enough haue me betrayed here, 

Go get you to the earth, for earth you are, 
You were th'armes erſt of laſcivious loue, 
Trophees of chaſtity now may you prone, 

Chor. Shep. Come holy Himenews, Of 6. 2 

Cor, Why trifleſt thou COm__ey ? now's fit time 
| Pardon to impetrategfear'ſt thou thy paine ? 


Be bold, thy paine cannot be greater than thy faule. 
| | Beauteous 


The faithfall Shepheard, 
Beauteous 2nd bleſſed couple, of the skies 
And earth bcloy'd, fince to your glorious fate 
This day hath meekely bow'd all earthly force, 
Good reaſon ſhe doe bow that gainſt the fame 
- Hath ſet a worke all of her earthly force. 
Now A4marilli | will not deny 
I did defire the ſame which you defir'd, 
But you enjoy it, for you worthy were. 
You doe enjoy the loyal't man aliue. 
And you Mirti/lo do enjoy the chaiteſt Nymph 
That ere the world hath bred. Belecue you me, « 
ForT a whetitone vvas unto your faith, 
And to her chafiitie. But curteous Nymph, before 
Your anger doe diſcend on me,beho]d 
| Your husbands face, there ſhall you finde the force 
Both of my fault and of your pardon too : 
For in the'yertue of ſuch worthineſſe, 
You cannot chooſe but cauſe of pardon finde. 
Beſides you felt alas the ſelfeſame-fire 
That did inflame unfortunate defire. 
4ma. 1 doe not only pardon thee Cori/ca, but 
I count thee deare, th'effeft beholding not the cauſe. 
.For fire and ſword, although they wounds do bring, 
Yet thoſe once heal'd,to us ſo whole thozre deare, 
Howſocver thouproy'lſt or friend, or foc, 
I ara well pleas'd, the deſtinies did make 
Thee the good inſtrument ot my content. 
Happy deceits, fortunate treacheries, 
And if you pleaſe merry with us to be, 
Come then and take part of our joyes with us, 
Cor. 1 haue ſufficient wirth you pardon me, 
And thatmy heart is heal'd of her diſeaſe. 
Mir. AndT (Coiſce) pardon all thy harmes, 


| 


Saue |, 


go 
1-0, 


The fatthfull Shepheard, 


Saue this del:ying of my (weet content. - 
Cor. You and your mirth I to the Gods commend. 


Chor, Shep. Come holy Himeneus, &c. 


ACT. 5. SC,2®N, 10; 


Y 
oy * 


Mirtillo. Amarillis. Chorus of Shepheards. 
AMirtill, 


[| am fo tyed to paine, that in the midſt h 
Of all my joyes.I needs muſt languiſh ſtill : 
Is't not enough this.ceremonious pompe-. 
Doth ko!d us thus, but that Cops/Ta mult 
Come in to lunder us ? 
Aaa. ilvart to quicke my deare, | 
Aljr. O my fweet treaſure I am nor ſecure, 
Net doe I quake. for feare of leeſing thee. . 
This ſeemes a dreame, and ill I am afraid 
My ſleepe ſhould breake, and thou my ſoule ſhould'?t 
flye away, 
In better proofe my ſenſes would I ſteep, 
T hat chis (weet fight is not a dreaming ſleepe, 
Chor.Shep, Come holy Himeneus come this even 
According to Qur vowes, and t0 our [Ongs 
Dreſſe thou theſe Lovers as them be# belongs, 
Both tone and t other of the ſeed of heaven 
Knit thou the fateÞ knot this bleſſed Even. 


CHORVS. 


The faithfull Shepheard, 


CHORVS. 


: Happy two, .. 

AS That plaint's hawe ſow'd and reaprd 
* ſmales, 

Is many bitter grievous foles + 

Hane you imbelliſh'd your deſires, 

Henceforth prepare your amorews fires, 

eAnd bolden up your tender ſprighss, 

Vnto your true fincere delights, 

Tou cannot haue a ſounder joy, 

T here #5 10 ul can you annoy, 

Thu # true joy, true pleaſure,and true mirth, 

. | 7 which vertne got, in patience giveth birth, 


FINIS. 


